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Had I not teen asked by several Spanish friends to unde^ 
take the work, this anthology would never have been begun, 
and it would certainly never have been completed without 
the encouragement and helpful suggestions of Dr. Pedro 
Salinas, Professor of Spanish Language and Literature at the 
Johns Hopkins University* He has read all of the translations « 
and given assistance in poetic interpretation where passages 
seemed blind. I want to express here my gratitude to him for 
this and for his reminiscences of the poets which add greatly 
to the value of the book. 

I owe a debt of gratitude also to Dr. Leo Spitzer, Professor 
of Romance Philology at the Johns Hopkins University, who 
has given most generously of his time, going over my work and 
giving me the benefit of his expert knowledge. 

To the several friends who have listened to the translations 
as English poems and helped with their suggestions and criti- 
cisms, I give my very hearty thanks. 

The anthology represents the work of what might be called 
the second generation of Spanish lyric poets of the twentieth 
century, after the three great poets Unamuno, Antonio 
Machado and Juan Ram6n Jimenez opened the way for these 
new achievements. 

The work of Federico Garcia Lorca, one of the poets included 
in this volume, has been translated into English by a number 
of English and American poets, so it may seem very audacious 
on my part to attempt still another version. It would have 
been impossible however to exclude him from this group of 
Spanish poets where he holds such a very prominent place. 

1 have refrained from reading the other translations of Lorca’s 
work, not wanting to be influenced by them in any way, these 
translations therefore are entirely new. 

In making my choice of poems to appear in this volume, I 
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have picked out those which appealed to me as being more 
suitable to be rendered into English. If some of the best known 
and most representative poems of these ten poets are not in- 
cluded, it is only because I felt they did not lend themselves 
to translation as well as the others; therefore these selections 
are not to be taken primarily as a standard of judgment and 
criticism. I hope, however, that this collection may give the 
English reader some idea of the contemporary poetry of Spain, 
and may encourage him to explore further the work of these 
poets, many of whom are now in exile. 

Eleanor L, Turnbull 

Baltimore, Md , 

May, 1945 
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ISIueve O Poetas 

i i 

— <;Por qu6 no me escribe listed unas palabras para la anto- 
logia?— me dijo ella,— Algo sobre los poetas. listed los conocerA 
a todas . . . 

— Sf, a todos los conozco, a unos mds a otros menos. 
Separados estamos, un vlento malo y sucio nos dispersd, por el 
mundo. Qui^n en la Argentina, Alberti; uno en Inglateixa, 
Cernuda; otros en los Estados Unidos, en M^jico; s61o ties, 
Gerardo, Dimaso y Vicente, en aquel sufrir de Espafia. Si, la 
agradezco a usted mucho que me d^ motive para reunimos 
todos, en el suelo provisional del recuerdo, como antes, como 
manana, en nuestra Espana limpia. 

A ]os6 Moreno Villa. PellizcSndose el bigotillo negro, mien- 
tras Ic caen de los ojos dos chispas de zumba malaguena. Todas 
las tardcs, con la seguridad del astro por su 6rbita, iba a tomarse 
su cervecita. Donde mis le recuerdo es en Alt Heidelberg—en 
la cervcccria de la calle Zorilla, en Madrid— sentado solo en un 
rinc6n, yendo y viniendo del tarro de cerveza alemana al ciga- 
nillo— hechura de Norteam^rica— columpidndose regaladamente 
entre trago y cliupada. 

^Era ese vaiv^n de lo tudesco a lo yanqui simbolo acaso de 
las andanzas de su vida? Cerveza: miiada atr^s, hacia su 
primera salida de Espana, regusto de sus dias de estudiante en 
Friburgo. Pitillo: humo azulado, dibujante de indecisos agiteros, 
presagio de lo que le estaban tejiendo en los telares del tiempo: 
Jacinta la Pelinoja, la norteamericana arquetipica, Nueva York, 
el Nuevo Mundo, cuna de todos los tabacos. 

No le gustaba ser sumando de grupo o tertulia. Ni iba en 
busca de la gente, ni la rehuia. Un poco apartado, pero no 
zahareno, apartamiento natural, sin afectaci6n, como todo lo 
suyo. Asi que verlo daba una alegrfa de sorpresa, de encuentro 
casual con forastero, de “ jHombre, cudnto tiempo sin verzios! " 

Y es que A tenia un mundo chico suyo, alld en el torre6n del 
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Hipodronio, en una proa de la Rcsiclcncia clc r.stucliantcs. No 
era verdad eso de tjue ya se le habia olvidiulo la quiniica tjue 
fud a estudiar a Friburgo. Su cuartito era oficina dc aKiiiimia 
y cijsopeya, con hornillo de atanor, y probetas, ciiciiibiias y 
matraces— nadie los vio nunca, pero yo sc quc cstabun a!li— y 
como habia encontrado la formula mdgica dc la trasmutacion 
dc las materias, se pasaba las boras irociindo pocsia en pintura, 
pintiira en pocsfa, 

Manipulaba diestramente unas cuantas visioncs pocticas, y se 
le volvian un lienzo con gracias de bulto extranos seres, pintados. 
0 atacaba con acidos misteriosos unas imagenes pictoricas, que 
se le disolvfcn en fliiidos poemas. jCuantas veces lie temido 
que ese cuadro que el me regalo— El Arbol da lax Joyns— que 
yo tengo en mi casa colgado encima de la chimenca, no estuviese 
allf mds, una manana al levantarme, y cn cambio aparccicra cn 
su hueco de la pared un poema, lirico precipitado dc la pintura 
ida! 

Cuando menos lo esperaba lo encontrd cn Wdslungton, en 
1939, en el saldn regeniado por los amigos Gloria y Fernando, 

' con una barba blanca, tan temblona, tan falsa, quc liasta su 
misma miiada se le reia de ella, un poco mas arriba. 

No podia ser suya. Me lo expliqu6 todo, Como cs, adomds 
de pintor y poeta, historiador del arte, estaria ahora cstucliando 
algo del Greco, y para circular con mayor facilidad entre sus 
personajes, le habia robado a alguno esa barba, para usarla a 
modo de contrasena. ^De qud Greco serd, de que Musco faltard 
una barba espectral, una llama fria? 

Y tan cierto era mi barrunto que cuando un ano mas tarde 
de vi en Mdjico, llevaba el menton lin^pio, con concienzuda 
ftasura del residente antiguo, y lo que le caia de la boca cran 
jpnas palabras, sin una cana, intemporales y Felices. 

/ |Sabe usted que me voy a casar con Consuclo, Salinas? 
mJ con su sonrisita inalterable, en aquel sotabanco 

^Bnde el vivia, y que daba a una azotea. Mi “ azoteilla ” la 
^paba ei. 
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Y la palabra, tan andaluza— Cannona, Ecija, Osuna, matas 
de claveles; camisillas tendidas al sol---con el diminutivo, tan 
andalucisimo, temblaba en el maravilloso aire del valle de 
M^jico, como una querencia disparada, sin querer, hack su 
B(§tica natal. 

A Federico Garcia Lorca, poeta no, poesfa, ambulante, por 
ese hervor, ese bullicio, esa animacidn que levantaba su persona 
entera por donde iba. Se le sentia venir mucho antes de que 
Uegara, le anunciaban impalpables correos, avisos, como de las 
diligencias en su tierra, de cascabeles por el aire. 

Cuando ya se habia marchado aun tardaba mucho en irse, 
seguia alii, rodedndonos aun de sus ecos, hasta que de pronto, 
deck uno: 

— iPero se ha ido ya Federico? 

Siempxe con su s^quito. Le segulamos todos, igual que los 
chiquillos del pueblo al tamboril y la trompeta que anuncian 
los titeres, porque 41 era la fiesta, la alegria que se nos plantaba 
alii de sopetdn, y no habia m4s remedio que seguirla. S4quito 
de muchos, ibamos detr4s los poetas; los nines, encantados de 
las mil artes de diverdrlos que 41 sabia; unas gentes raras, los 
monstmos por 41 descubiertos y que tenian extranas habilidadcs 
— imitar con la voz al tambor africano, recitar poesk ladrada— y 
que eran a modo de sus juglares fidelisimos. Le segukn mujeres, 
con sus miradas, un poco entemecidas, ojos de madre, como si 
presintieran que se les iba a ir pronto. Cuando la fama se le 
flegd, antes y in4s que a ninguno de los otros, Federico de 
cuando en cuando se sentia importante— 41 que lo era tanto— y 
poni4ndo$e serio, intentaba echat una doctrina grave por la 
boca, voceai una sentencia de maestro. Pero como si en d acto 
se viera en un oculto espejo, sin gustarse en esa embustera 
figura de si mismo, la rompia a lisotazos, borbotantes lisotazos 
que subian por el aire, igual que globillos de colores. 

fCudntos ruisenores de la Alhambra, cu4ntas viejitas de la 
Vega, cudntos garzones del Albaidn, cu4ntos duendes de 
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Hip6dromo, en una proa de la Residencia dc Estiidianics. No 
era vexdad eso de que ya bC le habia olvidado ]a quimica tjuc 
fni a estudiar a Friburgo. Su cuartito era oficina de alquimia 
y crisopeya, con homillo de atanor, y probctas, cucurbitas y 
matraces-nadie los vi6 nunca, pero yo s6 que cstaban alU-y 
como liabia encontrado la formula magica dc la trasmiitacion 
dc las materias, se pasaba las horas trocando poesia en pm turn, 
pintura en pocsia. 

Manipulaba diestramente unas cuantas visioncs pooticas, y se 
le volvian un licnzo con gracias de bulto extranos seres, pintados. 
O atacaba con acidos misteriosos unas imdgcnes pictdricas, que 
se le disolvfcn en fldidos poemas. i Cuantas veces he temido 
que ese cuadro que 6 \ me regalo— EJ Arhol de. las Joyas— que 
yo tengo en mi casa colgado endma de la chimenca, no estuviese 
alii mds, una manana al levantarme, y en camhio apareciera en 
su hueco de la pared un poema, lirico precipitado de la pintura 
ida! 

Cuando menos lo esperaba lo encontrd en Wdsbington, en 
1939, en el sal6n regentado por los amigos Gloria y Fernando, 
con una barba blanca, tan temblona, tan falsa, que hasta su 
misma mirada se le reia de ella, un poco mas arriba. 

No podia ser suya. Me lo expliqud todo. Como es, ademds 
de pintor y poeta, historiador del arte, esLaria ahora estudiando 
algo del Greco, y para circular con mayor facilidad cntrc sus 
personajes, le habia robado a alguno esa barba, para usarla a 
modo de contrasena. iDe qud Greco serd, de qud Musco faltard 
una barba espectral, una llama fria? 

Y tan cierto era mi barrunto que cuando un afio mds tarde 
le VI en Mdjico, llevaba el mcntdn lixi^pio, con concienzuda 
rasura del residente antiguo, y lo que le cain de la boca cran 
unas palabras, sin una cana, intemporales y felices. 

-^Sabe usted que me voy a casar con Consuelo, Salinas? 

Me lo decia con su sonrisita inalterable, en aquel sotabanco 
de donde el vivia, y que daba a una azotea. Mi azoteilla ” la 
Ilamaba dl. 
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Y la palabra, tan andaluza— Carmona, Ecija, Osuna, matas 
de claveles, camisillas tendidas al sol— con el diminutivo, tan 
andalucisimo, temblaba en el maravilloso aire del valle de 
M6jico, como una querenda disparada, sin quercr, hacia su 
B6tica natal. 

A Federico Garda Lorca, poeta no, poesia, ambulante, poi 
ese hervor, ese bullicio, esa animaci6n que levantaba su persona 
entera por donde iba. Se le sentia venir mucho antes de que 
Uegara, le anunciaban impalpables correos, avisos, como de las 
diligencias en su tierra, de cascabeles por el aire. 

Cuando ya se habia marchado aun tardaba mucho en irse, 
seguia alii, rodedndonos aun de sus ecos, hasta que de pronto, 
deda uno: 

— ^Pero se ha ido ya Federico? 

Siempre con su s^quito. Le seguiamos todos, igual que los 
diiquillos del pueblo al tamboiil y la trompeta que anuncian 
los titeres, porque 61 era la fiesta, la alegna que se nos plantaba 
alii de sopetdn, y no habia mds remedio que seguirla. Sdquito 
de muchos, ibamos detrds los poetas; los ninos, encantados de 
las mil artes de divertirlos que 6\ sabia; unas gentes raras, los 
monstTUos por 61 descubiertos y que tenian extranas habilidades 
— imitar con la voz al tambor africano, recitar poesia ladrada— y 
que eran a modo de sus juglares fidelisimos. Le seguian mujeies, 
con sus miradas, un poco enternecidas, ojos de madre, como si 
presintieran que se les iba a ir pronto. Cuando la fama se le 
ilegd, antes y m&s que a ninguno de los otios, Federico de 
cuando en cuando se sentia importante— 61 que lo era tanto— y 
ponidndose serio, intentaba echar una doctrina grave por la 
boca, vcceai una sentencia de maestro. Peio como si en el acto 
se viera en un oculto espejo, sin gustarse en esa embustera 
figura de si mismo, la rompia a risotazos, borbotantes lisotazos 
que subian por el aire, igual que globillos de colores. 

^Cudntos ruisenores de la Alhambra, cudntas viejitas de la 
Vega, cudntos garzones del Albaidn, cudntos duendes de 
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ninguna parte, no le cantaban, Ic reian, Ic suspiraban. Ic 
lloraban a Federico dentio, en su mucbipersona? iCudntos 
seres no se le hablan juntado, se le habian ido a vivir alli cn <51, 
atrafdos por su gracia, y en su interior los llevaba> 

Asl se me alumbro una noche en que ley6 en casa Dona 
Rosita la soltera.” Le acomodaban como venidos del justo delo 
los versos de don Luis: 

. . , autot de tepresentaciones 
En su teatro sobre el viento armado 
Sombras suele vestir de bulto bello. 

En el aire aimaba 61 su tabladillo y con las voces, las q[ue- 
jumbres, los aspavientos, los ayes y los cantares de su gente, la 
que le vivia dentro, levestia de pr6diga realidad a las palabras 
que le salian de la boca. 

->Federico— le dije yo aquella nocbe— ,;qu6 compafiia de 
teatro te va poner la obra mejor que t6 te la pones? 

— Generoso, generoso, generoso.— Iba al piano para 61 que le 
pedfa canciones, recitaba para los que se embriagaban en aque- 
Uos holgorios de poesia que 61 encendia en cualquier parte, cn 
dos segundos, cambiando toda la atmdsfera, nada mds que con 
abrir su boca ancha y empezar: 

Verde, que te quiero verde . . . 

Con Idpices de cera pintaba monos para los nifios, que luego 
guardaban los mayores. Aquel San Nicolds que le pint6 a 
Solita, mi hija, en casa, en dos minutes y que luego yo le puse 
marco, y cuando 6l vino, otro dia, y se lo encontrd en la pared, 
muy formal, ya de cuadro, se ech6 a reir todo sorprendido de 
su obra, y me deda: 

— iOye, pues sabes que estd bien! jMe gustal jChiquillo es 
que el 'Albaidn! 

Si, estaba bien todo lo que hacfa, bien dentro o fuera de los 
cdnones, de las teglas, de los criticos, bien hasta cuando estaba 
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mal; porque lo hacia todo dcsde la raiz dc su scr, desclc sii dia 
primero. 

A Federico Ic cmpez6 a cantar su pocsla el dia de su 
nacimiento. 

A Jorge Guillen. El fraterno, que casi no se atreve uno a 
hablar de el, porque es como de la familia. Miro atr^s, al 
tiempo dc nuestras vidas, y no se ven mds que concordancias, 
que son alegrias, y coincidencias, que son asombros. 

En Paris, frio cuadrangulo gris de la Sorbona; en Sevilla, 
jardines alcazarenos, la Cruz del Campo, Giralda, indice, a 
distancia; Cambridge, patio de Queens y el puente, en los 
hacks, de madera anosaj y ahora Wellesley, desmelenadas don- 
cellas por las praderas peinadas del College, Christmas carols en 
la nieve de Navidad, viajecitos a la Biblioteca de Boston. 

A todos esos sitios llegud yo el primero, como el mayor, que 
va a enterarse de si las cosas estdn bien para avisar que puede 
venir el mds pequeiio; y luego, cuando yo me iba— eso es lo 
malo—vcnia 61 a vivirlo como lo habia yo vivido, cada vez mds 
pasmados por esta fiimcza dc destines paralelos. ] Y tan distintos 
que somosi Senor entero de su distraccion y de su atencidn, 
distraido al cruzar la callc, como cuando su hija Teresa, ocho 
anos, Ic decia, paternalmente, ella, al borde de la acera: 

— Papd, dame la mano, no te vaya a atropellar un auto. 

Atentisimo, en cambio, con los cien ojos del entendimiento 
abiertos, al ir a atravesar sobre una delgada cuerda de liepta- 
silabos la sima que separa la orilla de la prosa de la de poesia, y 
que le vemos cruzar impdvidos, segurisimos de que nunca - . . 
le pasard nada; sabe lo que bace. 

Distraido, como aquel dia de Nueva York, No s6 si le 
gustard que lo cuente. Tenia una cita en el hotel Pennsylvania, 
y para llegar alii se equivoco de todo. Tomo el tren subte- 
rrdneo que no era; cuando en un taxi, desesperado, arrib6 al 
hotel, y se meti6 en el ascensor, se aped dos pisos mds abajo, y, 
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ya bien encaminado, en el pasillo debido, se confundid de 
cuarto. 

Todo eso es verdad. Pero tambi^n es verdad que cuando va 
en busca de un poema, entra por la via subterrinca mds detecha, 
atina sin vacilar con el ascensor— ese ascensor suyo, el mSs 
potente de la Ifrica espanola de hoy, que 

tcaspasa el aire todo 

hasta llegar a la mds alta esfera 

y se deja atrds la calculada retdrica de hierro y cemento de los 
rascacielos de su dia p^ra* subirse a un aire inmortaL 

Fidelidad perfecta a sf mismo, a lo que se lleva de mejor en 
sf, con todo lo que eso traiga de sencillez y orgullo. No hay 
que dejarse nada dentro— jcuidado con la inefabilidad, amiando 
esas trampas en las que muchos hemos caldo!— nada dentro del 
poema— mds que las raices— como la planta que nunca se queda 
a medias, ni se detiene hasta que su secreta capacidad de perfec- 
ci6n se hace cuerpo de flor. Hay que decit las cosas todo lo 
bien que son. C!ondencia suma, alta castellania, del que cstd 
en su Centro. 

Su cdndco se ha ido ensanchando, desde que cay6 en el agua 
clara del habla espaRola su primer poema, en ondas sucesivas, 
cada vez mds amplias, de mayor alcance pero todas sujetas, 
obedientes al centro mismo, como en una obra de geomettia 
naturalisima, geometria no de gabinete y cdlculo, sino de esa de 
aire libre, de Dios. 

jTantas geometrias naturales que hay, hechas ahf delante de 
todos, arabescos del caiacol, mineral poliddrico, vetea^o de la 
hojilla Verde! 

^De ddnde le viene a Jorge esa luminosidad en que envuelve 
la palabra mds opaca ‘del idioma y la saca lustre para siempie, 
esa claridad certera— diccn de los cazadores, " Donde pone d 
ojo, pone la bala "-que donde pone su querencia del poema 
pone el poema? 

Siempre hace bianco. Se crea en tomo de lo que canta un 
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blancor, una claridad de entendimiento jubiloso. Le viene de 
la altura del hombre, de su siempre vigilante conciencia. Y 
ella le reviste de ese aire de maestria sin magisterio, de ejem- 
plaridad sin leccidn. Porque 6\, profesor o aleccionador deoficio, 
jamds did una leccidn sino del modo dnico que debian darse 
todas— isi pudidramos! Diciendo: *'Esto se hace asi.” Y 
hacidndolo. 

Y entregdndonos, sencillaznente, la obra perFecta, 

A Gerardo Diego, Tieso, envarado, esposo, desde hace 
muchos anos de Carmen; pero que no puede resistir a las ganas 
de irse de bureo^ de tarde en taide con Lola, CarilargOj de 
rasgos acusados^ inexpresivo; calla mucho. Hay latos en que 
no se le puede sacar una palabia del cuerpo. 

Pero de pronto se le sube la sangre a la cara^ dos brasas a los 
ojos^ y se arranca, furioso, cuesta abajo por una tirada de 
indignacidn. 

jEs intolerable! Esos carcamales de la Academia , , . lo que 
han hecho con Gdngora , . . 1 

Y Gerardo va de tertulia en tertulia, solicitando firmas, 
alumbrando iras> con un manifiesto que hard estremecerse todas 
las patas de los sillones de la Academia— la forma del temblor 
de tierra acaddmico. 

Es un fandtico de h causa. La causa e$ siempre la poesia. 
La muy antigua o la xnuy moderna, la de Soto de Rojas o la 
de Huidobro, la de Lope o la de Juan Larrea. Elemento 
peligroso. Agitador. Si hubiera una Guardia Civil para la 
seguridad y proteccidn de las Letras pudientes, bien acomodadas^ 
mds de tma vez habria andado Gerardo esposado con dos 
sonetos con estrambote, carretera adelante, 

Y es lo que dicen ellos^ los escandalizados, las familias, 
cuando el nino llega al cuarto ano del Bachillerato, a la asigna- 
tura de Literature espanola, de la que es profesor Gerardo 
Diego: 
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-Lo peor del caso es quc cste tal an.ivquista literiuio, es 
catedratico, y tenemos que entrcgar nuestros liijos, a un honibrc 
que ha escrito versos como 

Amor, amor obesidad hermana. 

; Vergonzoso! Lo que pasa en Espana no pasa en ningiina parte, 

Porque en efecto, igual que la mozuela descairiada, que 
despu(5s de haber andado hasta las tres de la madrugada de 
paxranda, en los dancings-el descote hasta aqui-con unos y 
con otros (esos unos y otros son, en este caso, los ultraistas, los 
dadaistas, los superrealistas, los creacionistas y otras gentes de 
mal vivir podtico), a la manana siguiente se prende su manth 
llita, y con su traje bien cerrado va con su madre a misa de 
nueve, como si tal cosa, Gerardo, despu4s de apedrearle las 
ventanas a la Academia, todas las mananas, deja ?u manuel 
de espumas, empufia el de retdrica y podtica, y encaramado en 
su tarlma profesoral, inicia su Iecci(5n: 

—Hay varias clases de endecasilabos. El anap^stico . . . 

(jTransfuga? ^Tornadizo, de Max Jacob a Horacio, del 
ultimismo a la escuela sevillana? (iVacilante? ,iDcsoriontado? 

No; fiel devoto de la Senora quc a todos nos entiendo y a 
todos nos perdona. De una Nuestra Sefiora dc la Poesia, que 
tiene un manto azul anchisimo, cuajado de cstrcllas de oro 
como en Zurbardn, y que alzando los brazos, crea bajo sus 
piiegues un cobijo para todos, el poeta de ayer, y el de hoy— 
todos iguales, en su mucho o en su poco. 

Y ante esta imagen, que a ningiin alma puxa reebaza, Gerardo 
se hinoja y reza en decimas calderonianas. 

A Rafael Alberti . • • Cuando A nos decia que hahia 
estudiado en el Colegio del Puerto, yo nunca lo tom^ al pi^ de 
la letra— el Colegio de los Padres Jesuitas, en la ciudad del 
Puerto de Santa Maria, provincia de C4diz-sino que descolgaba 
las mayiisculas, y entonces quedaba la verdad; colegio del 
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puerto, cbCLiela cle la orilla del mar, ensenanzas gratuitas, dia y 
noche, de la marina. 

Si, alH lo apiendio todo Rafael, todo lo que nosotros no 
sabiamos, todo lo que sabe mejor que nadie. Clase de la 
playa, leccion de primores, caracolas, rosicleres de anochecido, 
rizos de la ola, chuflillas de la brisa. Domine, mar de Cadiz. 

Y estaba yo en Burgos, cn 1926, y se presen ta, de pronto, 
Rafael, todo encendido, de expectacion y prisa de enamorado 
camino de la cita. En un automovilillo con el badl todo cargado 
de vinos olorosos, su hermano— representante de mostos gadi- 
tanos— le llevaba, espolique montado— a Santander, jlba a ver 
al otrol A 1 otro mar, al noitefio, que no habia visto nunca* Se 
me figuro entonccs correo de gabinete, mensajero del rey, que 
porteaba de mar a mar, una iaz6n secreto de estado, desde las 
plateadas salinas de San Fernando a los foscos acantilados de 
las Asturias de Santillana. 

Pero el mar le ensen6, tambi^n lo del fondo, los horizontes, 
lo desconoddo le hizo lo de siempre, la invitacidn, lo que a 
Baudelaire. 

Yo no digo esa cancidn 
Sino a quien conmigo va. 

La tormenta. Porque en su mejor, Rafael es Rafael el 
atormentado, Por muchos anos se le vefa en la frente, desde 
mozo, una arruga, pasajera, que iba y venfa, hasta que a fuerza 
de tiempo se quedd alii, permanente. La sena, la sena de la 
angustia, la marca del romdntico. Hasta a los dngeles les llevd 
la tempestad en el encuentro m^s hermoso que ha tenido la 
poesfa espanola con los querubes. jQud tremolina armd entre 
ellos colandose de contrabando en una nube becqueriana, en 
sus altos cuarteles de las cuatro estaciones! Alii subid a de- 
nunciar la farsa, de los angeljtos de alfeiiique, de pastafiora, 
de estampita de cromo; de los dngeles de oficio, de plantilla, 
con su escalafdn y sus ascensos, muchos ascensos. jAfuera! 
Rafael, cantor de los ingeles preteridos, de los postergados, 
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del dngel tonto, del ^ngel malo, de los extraviados— y de los 
purisimos. Defensor del proletariadoi de los dngeles; y de algun 
aristdcrata, entre ellos. Desde entonces, romdntico. No rcspeta 
nada. Se acab6 el jugueteo, con las sirenillas, con los gitanos, 
el retozo con las flappers, las aviadoras y los toieritos. Se los 
deja atrSs— pero siempie con nosotros. 

Tambidn ahora el colegio del puerto, le manda, el mar de 
Cddiz, a hundirse, en otros mares, el fragor de multitudes, mar 
del hombre, temporal civil. jMaresl [Los extremes, como las 
^ entonaciones de sus dngeles: el Negro y el Plata! Rom^ntico, 
tambi^n en rodar asl, por el mundo. Con un fusil al hombro, 
como Byron, en una isla meditendnea; con una crencha en la 
frente como Shelley; con una Teresa al lado como Espronceda. 

^•Ad6nde va? 

Dispaiado. Disparado por la poesfa que le escogid para 
soltarlo de su arco como una de las saetas mds agudas, mds 
brillantes, mds silbadoras, que ban cruzado los aires de la lirica 


Aun estd, asi, en el aire alto, no cae, no, por el camino, hacia 
un hito que ni yo ni dl sabemos ddnde estd la que le tiene 
senalada, su duena, Poesfa, en su intencidn secreta. 


A Emilio Prados. Le he visto menos que a ninguno. Cuando 

& estuvo en Madrid, estabo yo fuera. Y luego se volvW 
misterioso. Nos lo contaban, los que subfan a Madrid d esde 
Mdlaga. ’ 

^Verdad? <Leyendai' 


Una espede de eremita a la modema: ni cueva, ni disci- 
plinas, ni penitencias, no. Ascetismo de aire libre, eiercicios del 
cuer^, natacidn, gimnasia; pero, de eremita, 'el retiro del 
mundo, la repulsa de la sociedad, contemplacidn. Y sobn. trvio 
d cdto-nunca lo ha renegado-a la soledad. Me imagine a 
Emilio, racapuchado en una procesWn de Semana Santa, la 
de Sevilla detrdsMel paso de Nuestra Senora de la Soledad, 
al mismo horde dd jardfn de oro del manto, medio mareado 
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por el olor de nardos y el calor de cirios que envuelven a la 
Virgen para separarla un poco del aire de la tierra. Emilio^ 
penitente, ha hecho promesa de ir asi, y le va cantando saetas 
sordas a su duena patrona, de la que saldrdn luego sus libros. 

Por eso esti bien, ahora, en el gran pals de las soledades y del 
barroco, en M6jico, donde le vi por i^ltima vez. A cada mo- 
mento pestanea, entoma los ojos como si tuviera que ajustarse 
la vista a una luz, que le es extrana, la del dia. De noche debe 
de ver mejor, porque tiene algo de bubo, como tenia Unamuno^ 
como tenia a veces don Antonio. Y de noche se le lee mejor, se 
le entiende mejor. Porque por la noche se le suelta una venai 
y corre por sus versos una sangre tranquila, como el agua corre 
por las acequias de la Huerta, con un borboteo noctumo de 
romance. 

De cuando en cuando llegaba a Madrid la noticia: Emilio 
ya no escribe xnds, se ha retirado de la poesia. Nunca lo 
creiamos. Cosas de torero, andaluz al fin y al cabo. Es tan 
tremendo, tan maxrajo, sabe tanto latin el toro ese, que Emilio 
tenia espantds, se salia, tir^ndose de cabeza del ruedo. Se iba 
al campo. Cuando estuve yo en Malaga, la tinica vez, quise 
verle. Me llevaron a un gran almac4n de la calle principal, la 
tienda de sus padres, a ver si alii me daban raz6n de su paraderp* 
Una tienda hermosa. jCuiSnto tuve que luchar para no met*' 
carme un juguete de munequitas finas vestidas de raso, es* 
parcidas por un jardinillo de cart6n, que se le daba cuerda, 
y cada figura hacia una gracia, movia la cabeza, daba un paso, 
se quitaba el sombrero, mientras que la tocata de un rollito de 
mdsica hablaba por todosi No se me olvidard el almac^n de 
Emilio Prados. 

Y vino un sefioi muy atento, no si tio suyo, o su mismo 
padre. No, Emilio no estaba en Malaga. Ya hacia ' tiempo. 
(?Verle? DificiL 

— Ya sahe usted c6mo es ^ . 

Eso es. Como es 41. Sencillamente como es 41, ha atravesado 
el mundo, medio a tientas, apaiecido y oculto, y vuelta a 
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empezar, a dejarse ver, a cscondeise-en ius veisos, conio os 61, 
maiinero de su soledad. 

A Manuel Altolaguine. Manolito. Cuaiido sc lue a Paris, 
sin saber palabra de frances, con solo el leiigiiaje universal de 
su labia andaluza que le entendian todos, sin olicio ni benellcio, 
a ver mundo, se lo conB4 en una carla a Matlu'lde Pomes, 
embajadoia de la nucva poesia espanola en Pans dc Prancia: 
“Ahi tienes a M. A., angelical, iniitil; hasta ahora ha vivido 
colgando milagrosamente sobre la tierra de un hilo que siernpre 
sostiene alguien. En Paris no vais a ser inenos.” 

jQue injusto, yo, en lo de indtil! Porque la verdad es que 
este Manolito ha trabajado m&s que ninguno de nosocros, 6\, 
el unico que ha hecho cosas con las manos, con los miisculos, 
obra de obrero, pasandose horas y lioras, en un zaquizami, 
sudando, sonriendo, cay^ndose de sueno, viendo salir de su 
minervilla las hojas con las palabras frescas, y sin qucrer dejarlo, 
porque es lo que el decia; 

—El libro va un poco atrasadillo, lo tenia que entrcgar la 
sexnana pasadaj sabes. 

Yo sd como empezd el cuento de Manolito Altolaguirre. Era 
un nino de Malaga, que una noche brilladora souo con que el 
cieio era una imprenta de imprimir poesins. A1 lln y al cabo 
£1 es el supremo Impresor, y Regente y Autor y Corrector de 
pruebas— esas pruebas tan malas que le llcvamos los honibrcs— 
todo en una pieza. iQu^ coleccidn ihmensa de tipos, despa- 
rramados por todas partes^ y no tiene mas que cogerlos! Porque 
esas que estrellas, luceros, vias lacteas, galaxias parecen desde la 
tierra, son otros tantos infinites caracteres de imprenta; y mds, 
que no se ven. Maestros quembes, oficiales, serafines, apren- 
dices, principados, componen las estrofas celestes. 

(Tambien hay angeles males. Son las erratas de Dios.) 

Y luego— ia tirar! Hay Idminas finisimas, vaporosas, hay 
grandes superficies blancas, los ciimulos, papel especial para 
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ediciones Je liijo. Y una carLulina azu], surtidos inagotables, 
para la ciibierta. Impienta de gran porte, cada manana se 
funden todos los tipos, y a la noche ya hay otros luievos. 
iSueiio de Manolito! Pero lo malo es que en las nubes no hay 
imprentas. 

Una copla, que se canta por sevillanas, dice: 

Si fuera mia, si fuera mia 
La fdbiica e Tabacos, si fuera mia, 

Tiros de artilleria, 

Yo le pondria, yo le pondria. 

Como no es mia, como no es mia. 

Pues no le pongo tiros de artilleria. 

A^anolo atcndid a esta leccidn, sin par, de conformidad 
andaluza. Y ya que no en los celestes, puso sus imprentas 
en los espacios terrenales. Don Juan de las imprentas, las 
descubre, las conquista, tiene amorea apasionados con ellas, y 
luego se las deja detriis, porque ya le espera otra con tipos 
m&s bonitos. 

—j Chico, qii6 Bodoni, si vieras! jAhi si que se paeden hacer 
cosas! 

Habrd que trazar, como de los aventureros del quinientos, 
una carta del mundo donde se sefialen las rutas del impresor: 
Malaga, Madrid, Paris, Londres, el salto, la Habana, y ahora— 
iquidn sabe d6nde! De todas clases, desde aquella imprentita, 
de cuarenta duros, donde 6\ se lo hacia todo, del poema, al 
cosido, hasta aquella otra industrial de veras— la mds inverosimil 
--la de la calle de Guzmdn el Bueno, con sus obreros, que le 
querian llamar don Manuel y no podian si le miraban a los 
ojos y le veian tan amigo, tan compafieto, tan como ellos. 

jY sus versos! jCudntos le debemos a Manolo, cudntos habrd 
dejado de esbribir dl, por imprimir los nuestros! Sus versos, iban 
saliendo por su lado. Lejos de la imprenta. Altos, limpidos. 
cantarines, como la cana del surtidor que sigue canta que te 
canta, en un patio de la Alhambra, y el agua sube unas veces 
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muy alta, maravillosa, y otras se cansa un poco y se clcsmaya, 
porque manda menos poder Sierra Nevada. 

Asi, en una Andalucia secreta de su alma, de la que no se ha 
movido jamds, en un jardinillo andaluz donde estd solo, la 
poesia suya brota y brota, mientras 6\ camina por el mundo an 
una imprenta de tuedas, con Concha y Paloma. 

A Luis Cernuda, 'jNo me lo he perdonado adn! jY ya va 
para veinticinco anos! No le conoci, de primeras. Meses y 
meses, de octubre a mayo, sentados frente a frente, aula niimero 
cuatro, Univexsidad de Sevilla! jY nadal 

— jLuis Cernuda!— voceaba el catedrdtico Cque era yo) casi a 
diaiio. 

Pasar lista. Y una voz quebrada y sin color, contestaba desde 
una banca, ni muy atris ni muy adelante: 

— iServidorl 

Y todo esto, Sefior, ipox qu^? ^Por qu6 he tenido yo que 
gritar, sin ganas, " jLuis Cernuda! ** tantas veces en mi vida, 
por qu6 ha tenido 61 que contestarme sin ganas otras tantas— 
nunca faltaba a clase— " iServidorl jCuando a Cernuda hay 
que llarmarle quedo, cuando d no es servidor de nadie, dueno 
suyo, soltero, cerrero, escotero, por los mundos! Pero ^1 era 
alumno oficial de mi clase de Literatura; mi ano primero de 
ensenanza. Los dos novidos, 6\ en su papel, yo en el mio. [Y 
no le conoci, y se estuvo cerca de un ano un profesor— iy de 
Literatura!— delante del poeta mds fino, mds delicado, mds ele- 
gante que le nacid Sevilla despuds de Bdcquer, sin saberlo. 

Claro es que dl entonces apenas escribia, y nunca me enseiid 
un poema suyo. [Pero eso, qud tiene que ver! No me lo he 
perdonado aiin. ^Me lo habrd perdonado dl? 

Luego, pronto lo supe. Me lo contaron. 

— Sabe usted, don Pedro, ese muchacbito, finite, de color 
oliveno, el del pelo negro . . . Luis Cernuda. Hace versos y 
a mi me parece, vamos, que tienen algo . . . 
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jVaya si tenian! Ibamos, otros muchachos y yo a su casa. 
Calle del Aire. Si, la Quinta Avenida no estd mal, la rue de 
Rivoli no estd mal, y muchas, muchas, en los recuerdos de mi 
vista, pero esa calle del Aire, esa calle del Aire . . . 

"Prohibido el trdnsito de carruajes,” decia la cartela en la 
esquina. Alii no entraba la rueda, como en las civilizaciones 
felices. En aquella caja de resonancia no sonaban mis que los 
cascos del mulo, del panadero, " [Pan d’Alcal^! " O el taconeo 
de las ninas— mantilla de diaiio, peina baja,— de vuelta de misa 
de la iglesia de junto. Tan Humana, tan hecha a la medida del 
hombre que no habia m^s que extender los brazos, y una mano 
tocaba con la pintura rosa de la casa de la deiecha, y la otra, con 
la cal de la pared de enfrente. Se tapaba la calle. Cantar de 
ninas, “ A tapar la calle que no pase nadie,” 

Y no podia pasai nadie, no, mis que el ep6nimo, el aire 
ligerillo del Ajarafe. 

Y alii Luis Cemuda, en su casa— una casa seria, sencilla, 
lecatada— nada de macetas, nada de santitos de azulejos, nada 
de pamplinas cerdmicas ni floripondios de metal— bianco, las 
paredes, verde, la pintura de los hierros de la cancela. Siempre 
iti a buscarle alii, o a su poesia. 

^No es lo mismo? 

Porque alii le conoci . • . algo mds. Dificil de conocer. 
Delicado, pudoiosisimo, guarddndose $u intimidad para 6\ solo, 
y para las abejas de su poesia que van y vienen, trajinando alii 
dentro— sin querer mds jardin— haciendo su miel. La aficidn 
suya, al alino de su persona, el traje de buen corte, el pelo bien 
planchado, esos nudos de corbata perfectos, no es mds que deseo 
de ocultarse, muialla del timido, burladero del toro malo de la 
*atenci6n piiblica. 

Por dentro, qistal. Porque es el mds licenciado Vidriera de 
todos, el que 'mds aparta a la gente de si, por temor de que le 
rompan algo, el mds extrano. 

Y, despuds de todo, <;por qud no va a serlo? ^Si $e siente ante 
A un carino, un cuidado, como ante todo lo superiormente 
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deljcado? ^Si su pocsia cs cle vidrio, clc ntaieila love, poliorcisa- 
mente soplada, hasta el limite, cuanclo pnicce que la Inuhiija 
va estallar, y de pronto se pora, accptando su forma linal 
raaravillosa? ^Si por sus versos se ve el nuinclo como por un 
cristal ya limpido, ya mojado de Iluvia o lagrima? ^Si su poema, 
apenas fee le toca, despide vibraciones, inistcrios, de quejumbre 
musical, como el inejor vaso de orillas del AdriAtico? 

A Vicente Aleixandie. No cabe duda, Este nioceton con la 
tez rubicunda, encendida, arrebatada, acaba de salir de una 
cancha de juegoj todo sudoroso del ejercicio violento se babri 
fregoteado bien bajo la dueba. 

Y ahoia, vestido de calle, con su temo impecable de figurin, 
alindado de porte, avanza hacia nosotios con una sonrisa tan 
abierta, tan adelantada, que ya es iniitil el darsc la mano, el 
saludo; lo liace todo ella, iA que jugard? <|Tennis> *;Rugby> 
Porque sdlo la insistencia del aire libre sobre la piel, y la alegria 
del vivir saltando, corriendo, por un prado verde detrAs de algo 
que no importa nada, pueden dar a una fisonomla esa especie 
de total felicidad epid6rmica, 

-Pues no, sefior, pero, justed no sabe? 

-~Yo, ^el que? 

Vicente estd delicado, muy delicado de salud* Tiene que 
cuidarse. Y hace ya anos que se pasa dias y diaa, ouieto, tendido 
al sol, eii una meridiana, en el jardin de su ca^, Como sus 
padres le quieren mucho le lian puesto delante, para que se le 
ensanche el dnimo, unos vastos espacios cristalinos de aire, al 
fondo una cresteria de sierra, con toques de nieve y azules de 
primera, igual, igual al Guadatrama, 

Y por eso los ojos de Vicente, como no ven otra cosa, no 
miran otra cosa mds que las metamorfosis del azul en el cristal 
del aire, se le ban quedado asi, tan cristalinamente azules. No 
va casi nmea a xiinguna parte. No sale de noche jde ninguna 
manera! Cuando de tarde cn tarda Vicente viene a una de esas 
cuchipandas que tenemos en Buena Vista o en el restordn del 
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Today the axe has almost touched my being at its source. 
Through these red lips there oozes all my desire and my force. 

Now my vehement and my confused longings are decreasing. 
Over my temples there is flashing an axe that is freezing. 

Azure kisses of heaven; ohi passionate, starry kiss; 

seek for yourselves a new lover, seek elsewhere for your bliss. 

Oh martyr Bartholomew, these copious wounds of mine 
are not bathed in the effluvium of a love divine. 

My love has slipped between these red lips, there isnow no hope; 
I am naught but a body without sap, a dried up rope. 

I am rapidly sinking. Without essence, without soul, 
ghostly bodies descend into the icy grotto, their goal. 

To-day the axe has almost touched my being at its source. 
Death, what if I did not wish to know your secret perforcel 


Joy cannot be found in the star 
nor in the mild sea of the night, 
but joy lives in the most confused 
depths of the thickly tangled forest, 
and there it frisks, gambols and escapes 
like a wild goat of the soul. No, 
you are not in the raptured star, 
nor in the sea of a mild night . , . 

Joy is a wild goat that appears 
on the high mountain crest and leaps. 
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mecAnica 

Si el toro yace y el fdjaro dueme, 
Diana contentfla a sn pastor; 
si el harco peligra y el rio no para, 
al limbo del sueno va el amor. 

Si resucito de mi noche, 
y Apolo vuelve todo sol, 
es porque rio, harco, toro, 
drhol, Diana y Endimidn 
son celestes y son mecdntcos, 
kijos de Zeus y del reloj. 

Ahre sw puerta tosa la Aurora; 
todo brinca y tecohra vox; 
canta el drhol su verde aria, 
y a cielo suena el ruisenor. 

iQui larga dicha ofrece el agua, 
el aire, el trigo, el soli 
Esta leticia del campo claro 
es etema”, dice el amor. 

Pero en la rata se despena 
con sws cahallos Faetdn, 
y la fuerza prima del alma 
es a la tarde sopor. 

Ya no suenan lo$ rubies cdnticos 
— de nocke es plata la cancidn--. 

Ya no quaman grandes anhelos 
— de noche es otro el corazdn-^. 
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POWER-DRIVEN 

If the bull is quiet and the bird is sleeping^ 
Diana gazes at her shepherd; 
if the ship founders and the river flows on 
love goes to the limbo of sleep. 

If I revive from my night, 
and Apollo returns all sun, 
it is because ship, bull and river, 
the tree, Diana and Endymion 
are from heaven and power-driven, 
children of Zeus and of the clock. 

The rosy dawn flings wide her gates; 
all things frisk and recover voice; 
the tree warbles its verdant air, 
and the nightingale sings to heaven. 

What long delight the water offers, 
the air, the wheat fields and the suni 
" This gladness of the open country 
is eternal ", thus speaks love. 

But as he goes on his way, Phaeton 
is overthrown with his horses, 
and the first strength of the soul 
is in the evening, drowsiness. 

Now no longer sound the red canticles 
—for the song is silver at night—. 

Now no more are kindled great desires 
—for the heart is elsewise at night. 
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Vela mi sueno, drhol qua cteces 
dia y noche a lento sabor. 

Vela mi suefio, rio qtte pasas 
dia y noche a lento rumor. 

Vela mi noche, tiempo qua miros 
sin entrafias la creacidn. 

Vela tni noche y haz qua sea 
profunda, sin rendija d& sol 

Antologia 
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Watch over my sleep, tree that grows 
by day and by night with slow savor. 
Watch over my sleep, stream that passes 
by day and by night with slow murmur. 

Watch over my night, time that gazes 
without mercy upon creation. 

Watch over my night, that it may be 
profound, with no crevice of sun. 
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DE MAGIA 

Cerradca todas las fauces 
de let noche, 
dbiertas las maraeillas 
for la aurora, 
se levantan los difuntos 
y sonrien, 

y trabajan y caminem 
y SB musTen d cenrnr las msvaoiltas 
el ocaso, 

al dhrir todas sus fauces 
la honda noche, 

Colecddn 

CONGOJA 

Sitbitainente, 
fll hajat lo tiwiebla, 
te senti tnuy lejos, 
en ma regidn indefensa 
y a merced de todas 
Jas grandes indemencias. 

Te senti horrosa 
y fhhiA&rai 
el coraz6n si» anda 
y sin vela. 


Colecci6n 



jost MORENO VILLA 


M7 


MAGIC 

When closed are all the jaws 
of the night, 
uncovered the marvels 
by the dawn, 

the dead arise from their tombs, 
they smile, 

they work and they wall;, 
but they die as close the marvels 
at setting sun, 
as open all the jaws 
of the deep night. 


^ANGUlSH 

Suddenly 

as the darkness fell, 

I felt you were far from me, 
in a distant region defenceless, 
unsheltered, at the mercy 
of all the wild elements. 

I felt you were shadowy 
and sorely lamenting; 
your heart was without anchor^ 
without sails. 
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DESCL/BHIA^/JiNTO 

Yo he sido ciego: 
tal es mi alegr'ia 
delanie de las viiiltifles 
presencias de la vkla, 

iQui compos me hizo DiosI 
jQu6 puehlecitos en el cainpol 
iQu6 antmulas errdtiles 
y Uricas navegan 
por el mar invisible 
del aire, sede suya, 

Ciego f ciego . . • Y ahora, 
con profunda codicia, 
quiero beber colores 
y formas y perfiles 
sin perder un matiz 
por sellado que sea, 

Aquel chopo qm Imnde 
su pie verde en la umbrfa 
y su copa en el oro 
invisible del aire . . . 

Aquel arbusto gris, 
declinante a morado, 
y aquella iglesia tenue, 
rosa y plomo, en la ciierda 
tensa del horizonte . , . 

^En que maestro fio 
si me dice que hay 
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DISCOVERY 

I have been blind, so blind! 
but now great is my joy 
in the manifold displays 
and presences of life. 

What country fields God made me! 
What tiny, country towns! 

What little, lyrical, 
wandering souls swim 
through the invisible sea 
of the air, their element! 

Oh blind, blind have I been . . . 
And now, with thirsty craving 
I fain would drink all colors, 
all forms, all shapes and outlines, 
without losing one hue, 
howe'er hidden it be. 

That poplar tree that dips 
its green foot in the shadow 
and its tip in the gold 
invisible of the air . . . 

That little dump of bushes, 
grey, with shadings of purple, 
and that tall, slender spire 
of lead and of rose on the 
tight rope of the horizon . . . 

What master shall I trust 
if he tell me before 
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delante de mk ojos 
siete colores hlancos, 
siete colores griscs? 

Mi fe no $e conforrna 
con folahras* Mi {e 
se confta en la mono 
de la vista cspaciosa. 

Con ella, en las jornadas 
mates del dtdce otoHOj 
toco el misterio gris 
de las COSOS veladas. 

Con ella, en los radiantes 
aJbores del estio, 
sohredibujo el neto 
ferfil de los paisajes, 

'' /Maravillosa vistal 
claman los caviinantes 
en el descote limpio 
de una teta serrana, 

•-^cMaravillosa vista? 
iOjos maravillososl 

/Ojos maravillados, 
que asistts al concierto 
sigiloso del mtindo, 
mil veces mis etireo 
y sutil que la miHsical 
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my very eyes tlierc are 
seven colors of white, 
seven colors of grey? 

My faith cannot be satisfied 
with words. Oh no, my faith 
trusts itself only to the 
hand of limitless vision. 

With it, on lusterless days 
in the soft autumn season, 

I touch the grey mystery 
of the veiled, hidden things. 
With it, on radiant 
dawns of the virgin summer, 
I trace over the simple 
outline of the fair landscape. 

"What a wonderful sight! " 
the wanderers exclaim 
at the unsullied breast 
of a high mountain peak. 

—What a wonderful sight? 
Rather, wonderful eyes! 

Indeed, wondering eyes, 
that take part in the concert, 
mute concert of the world, 
a thousand times more subtle 
and ethereal than music! 
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UN VUELO; NADA 

Pasd, con vuelo mcicrto, 
por el jard'm sotnhrh 
la mariposa hlanca. 

La segut pot el viento; 
for encima del no 
y del azul montana. 

No pensaha en el tiempo, 
ni en los seres queridos, 
ni en la ignota distancia. 

Era el instinto ahierto 
a la for del estto 
y a toda la fragancia. 

De aqui su vuelo inclerto, 
su vaivdn raquiiico, 
su liviandad fantdstica, 

La segui por el viento, 
mds alld de los rios 
y los monies del mapa. 

Nos perdimos en medio 
de un verde Idberinto 
fdbricado en la nada . . . 

Es el destino 
del alma. 
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NOTHING BUT FLIGHT 

There passed with fitful flight, 
through the garden in shadow, 
a pure white butterfly. 

In the wind I followed it 
above the winding river 
and the distant blue mountain. 

It had no thought of time, 
nor of beloved beings, 
nor of the unknown distance. 

It was the express instinct 
for the flower of summer 
and all its honied fragrance. 

Hence its uncertain flight, 
its weak here and there flitting, 
its fantastic frivolity. 

In the wind I followed it, 
far beyond the rivers and 
mountains marked on the map. 

We lost ourselves at last 
amidst a fair green labyrinth 
fashioned in airy nothing . . , 

That is the fate 
of the soul. 
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ANHELOS 

Alondra de mi silencio, 
canta, fero acercate; 
quiero w/dsica y cuatfo. 
Alondra de mi silencio, 
como tu voz 

vibrard en tus ojos lo inmenso* 
Alondra de mi silencio, 
me estremece tu canto 
como a h$ hojas el viento. 
Alondra de mi silencio, 
vale la vida, por ti, 
lo etemo. 

Coleccidn 


CONTRAEIOS 

Un ntirlo hajd dl cdmendto: 
en busca de h bianco lo negro. 
Todos vamos 

con ansia de complemento: 
si somos tierra, 
en busca de cielo; 
si somos aire, 
en busca de encierro; 

Si somos quietud, 
en busca de tormento; 
si somos fuerza, 
en busca de blando misterio. 
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LONGINGS 

Oh lark, lark of my silence, 
now sing, but draw near to me; 

I long for music and substance. 

Oh lark, lark of my silence, 
as in your voice, 

so in your eyes the infinite shall vibrate. 
Oh lark, lark of my silence, 
your mute song makes me tremble 
as leaves that sway in tbe wind. 

Oh lark, lark of my silence, 
this my life, through you, equals 
the eternal. 


OPPOSITES 

A blackbird Hew down to the almond tree: 
the black in search of the white. 

All of us 

with a longing for completion: 
if we are earth, 
go in search of heaven; 
if we are air, 
go in search of a prison; 
if we are peace, 
go in search of misery; 
if we ate force, 

go in search of gentle mystery. 



56 


CONTEMPORARY SPANISH POETRY 


EL AVENTURERO 

Alld va la rdfaga; 
sin reflexidn ni carga doliente, 
sin temwas ni caridades, 
fuetztt errdtil, 

disparo de un dios caprichoso> 
Un dia le coronan soles 
y una reina hath en su mano» 
OtTO dia va con cadenas 
for el via crucis del castillo, 

Su frente jamds se nuhh; 
su fulso no se deshoca; 
su estrella nunca se rinde, 

Le ladran canes, 
le tnaldicen viejas, 
sin que ahandone la sonrisa 
su semhlante Uvido* 

Bien o mal, 
exito, fracaso, 
todo e$ necia fdnnula, 
relatividad, mentira. 

Lo real y lo verdadero 
es el choque con la fortuna; 
el afrontar sin recelo ni estudio 
lo ifivistble, lo insospecTtado. 
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THE /IDVENTLJRER 

There goes the roistering wind; 
carc-free and bearing no grievous burden, 
without tenderness or charities, 
a wavering force, 
discharged by a god of caprices. 

One day suns circle over him 
and a queen dances in his hand. 

Another he goes laden with chains 
on the via crucis of the castle. 

His forehead never is darlcened; 
his heart beats do not run riot; 
his star does not ever surrender. 

Dogs bark at him, 
old women curse him, 
without the smile ever leaving 
his livid countenance. 

Good or ill, 
fair success or failure, 
all is foolish formula, 
relativity and falsehood. 

The actual and the true 
is the impact with fortune, 
the confronting, without fear and ardess, 
of the invisible, the unsuspected. 
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LA COMET A 

Papel y canas y un corddn 
'para no aJejarse del vinndo, 
Suhir, hajar en cabeceos 
inexpUcables, absurdos, 
y hiego pjarse en el cieh 
distante, siw susto, 
sin temblores, 

A Jo sumo, 

reganandoj tironemdo 
del corddn del mundo, 
pox el cual estamos arriba, 
en el profundo. 

Coleccidn 


IMPULSO 

De prisa, de prisa: 
lo que $e cayd no lo cojas. 
Tenemos mas, tenemos mds; 
tenemos de sobra, 

/De prisal /De prisal 
Lo que nos robaron, no importa, 
Tenemos mds, tenemos mds; 
tenemos de sohra, 

/Derechos, derechosl . . . 

No te pares; coge la rosa 
y a la mendiga del camino 
dale la holsa; 

porque, amigo, tenemos mds; 
tenemos de sobra. 
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THE KITE 

Paper, litde sticks and a cord 
so as not to recede from the world. 
Going up, coming down in jerks 
inexplicable and absurd, 
and then standing still in the sky, 
far up, without shock, 
without tremor. 

At most 

grumbling and twitching and tugging 
at the cord of the world, 
by which we are kept aloft, soaring 
in heaven’s depths. 


IMPULSE 

Let us make haste, make haste! 

That which falls to earth do not gather. 
For we have more, for we have more; 
we have our full measure. 

Let us make haste, make haste! 

What they stole from us does not matter. 
For we have more, for we have more; 
we have our full measure. 

Keep right on, keep right on! 

Do not loiter; gather the rose 
and to the beggar by the wayside 
give up your purse; 

for, my friend, we have more, still more; 
we have our full measure. 
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LA COMET A 

Papel y cams y un corddn 
para no alejarse del mtnido. 
Suhir, hajar en cabeceos 
inexplicables, absurdos, 
y Ixiego fijarse en el cielo 
distantCj sin susto, 
sin temhlores. 

A h sumo, 

reganando, tironeando 
del corddn del mundo, 
por el cual estamos arriba, 
en el profundo, 
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IMPULSO 

De prisa, de prisa: 
lo qua se cayd no lo cojas. 
Tenemos mas, tenemos mas; 
tenemos de sohra. 

/De prisal /De prisal 
Lo qua nos robaron, no importa, 
Tenemos mas, tenemos mas; 
tenemos de sohra* 

/Derechos, derechosl . . . 

No te pares; coge la rosa 
y a la inendiga del camino 
dale la bolsa; 

porque, amigo, tenemos mds; 
tenemos de sobra, 
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THE KITE 

Paper, little sticks and a cord 
so as not to recede from the world. 
Going up, coming down in jerks 
inexplicable and absurd, 
and then standing still in the sky, 
far up, without shock, 
without tremor. 

At most 

grumblmg and twitching and tugging 
at the cord of the world, 
by which we are kept aloft, soaring 
in heaven’s depths. 


IMPULSE 

Let us make haste, make haste! 

That which falls to earth do not gather. 
For we have more, for we have more; 
we have our full measure. 

Let us make haste, make haste! 

What they stole from us does not matter. 
For we have more, for we have more; 
we have our full measure, 

Keep right on, keep right on! 

Do not loiter; gather the rose 
and to the beggar by the wayside 
give up your purse; 

for, my friend, we have more, still more; 
we have our full measure. 
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COMlEmO mECES Y N ARAN J AS 

Comemos las iineceSj Jacinta^ 

qite son covio seres viejos acartonadoSj 

y covtemos naranjas, jaebna, 

quo son como anticlpos cle Ut fnveutiul. 

Qiie senticlo Ian vario este del pahdar, 

Lo seco y sin aromUj 
lo aromdtico y tierno, 

Nueces, mieces pardas, amigaditas 
infonnes, acarionadas; 
nneces par jugar y apedrear, 
que hay quo romper con herra^nicfitas 
y comer como simtos. 

Naranjos, naranjas de fuego, de chorreosos gajos, 
carne’-ioyej came en pura geometria, 
donde metemos ctichillo y nna 
codictosos, como las leses hravos* 

]acinta la pelirroja 

/DOS AMORES, JACINTAI 

(fHay tin amor espanol 
y un amorzitelo anglo-sajon? 

Miralos, Jacinta, en las arenas jugando* 

Miralos, encima de la cama, saltando. 

Mira ese, medio heleno y medio gitano. 

Mira ese otro con hticles de angel illo intacto, 

Uno es un torillo^torillo bravo--- 
y 0^0, encaje o capa-lienzo de engano-. 

Mira los ojos negros 
y los azules claros. 

Mira el amor sangriento 
y el amor nevado, 

El torillo-amor con su for de sangre 
y el amor-edpino, de choza, nieve y bartanco. 

Jacinta la pelirroju 
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EATING NUTS AND ORANGES 

We are eating nuts, Hyacinth, 
that are like ancient dried up creatures, 
and we are eating oranges, Hyacinth, 
that are like anticipations of your youth. 

How varied is the sense of the palate. 

Now dry and without aroma, 
and again fragrant and juicy. 

Nuts, brown nuts, wrinkled and shapeless 
and nuts that are desiccated; 
nuts to use for playing and throwing, 
which must be broken with nut-crackers 
and eaten as do the monkeys. 

Oranges, oranges of fire with dripping divisions, 
and meat— yes, listen! meat in pure geometry, 
where we, with greedy intent, insert 
knife and nail, like so many wild animals. 


TWO LOVES, HyACINTHI 

Is there a Spanish love 

and a little Anglo-Saxon cupid? 

See them there, Hyacinth, playing on the sands. 

See them over the bed leaping and prancing. 

See that one, half Greek and half Gipsy 
and that other with ringlets of an angel. 

One is a bull, a brave little hull 
and the other waves a cape, deceitful. 

See the sparkling black eyes 
and the shining blue ones. 

See the glowing, ruddy love 
and the fair, snow-white one. 

The little bull-love with his flower of blood 

and the alpine one of hut, of snow and of precipice. 
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Yn no vuela, ya no canta, 
ya no es pdjaro siquiera. 

No es negro, pardo ni hhnco, 
no es sombra ni es entelequia. 
Veto es el mio, es mi pAjaro, 
insensihle a la escopeta, 
inmortal, porque su cuerpo 
es espiritu, mi letra, 

Jacinta la pelirroja 


A LA MADRUGADA 

Cien Irenes, cien harcos 
y un milldn da locos hailando. 

Bajo Ias nuhes y la luna 
motores ciegos y voluntades oscuras, 

Los paces duermen* 

No s& quiin es el iuho de la mar, 

Los pAjaros duermen, 

Los apaches del aire vuelan sohre el rabaddn. 

La oveja hlanca y el pica negro 
dibujan la violencia en el silencio. 

Con el motor obtuso del barco 
rima im corazdn desvelado. 

Con los embolos de los Irenes en marcha 
funcionan dormidas, dilatadas las esperanzas, 

Jacinta la pelirroja 
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It does not By, does not sing, 
it is not even a bird. 

Tis neither black, brown nor white, 
nor shadow, nor realization. 

But it is mine, my own biid 
that cannot be killed with a gun, 
immortal, because its body 
is spirit, my written word. 


AT DAWN 

A hundred trains, a hundred ships 
and a million insane people dancing. 

Beneath the clouds and the moon 
blind motors and dark desires. 

The fish are asleep. 

I don't know who is the owl of the sea. 

The birds are asleep. 

The apaches of the air fly over the watching shepherd. 
The white sheep and the blade beak 
draw a picture of violence in the silence. 

With the insensible motor of the ship 
a vigilant heart keeps time. 

With the piston rods of the toiling trains 
hopes expanding in sleep beat in rhythm. 
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INFINITO Y MOTOR 

Dimiimtas handas ^eregrims del airc 
llevan de un hilo 
tensa mi atencion. 

Con su disciplina, sufrtoy sti wecha 

ique lejos me encuentro, 

de repente, a mi yol 

iNadie dispare sohre esta vida del cielol 

— en pbiina y plco, 

afdn campeador--, 

Nadie ponga cepos ni redes 
a qtiienes vitelan volando sit corazdn* 
Hay un ay en la copa del drhol 
cuando pasa la handa 
rozando su flor. 

Hay un ay en el hacho del monte; 
hay un ay en la nuhe sondmbula. 

Hay unayenla corte de Dios, 
Sumergido en silencio verde 
y en el silencio del campo del sol, 
los giros errahundos se trazan 
en armonia con mi yo, 

Voy dibujando, creo dibujar, 
segdn mi deseo interior, 
h elipse, la pardbola, el circulo, 
y la muda espiral del amor, 

Voy con un cdntico insonoro 
adomando mi aviacion: 
este vuelo qua no sd si es mto, 
de los pdjaros o del creador, 

Se acaban los tamanos del mundo, 
y el tiempo pierde su reloj. 

Las estrellas se caen al fondo, 
no hay mds qua infinito y motor, 

Jacinta la pelirroja 
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INFINITY AND MOTOR 

Diminutive, wandering bands of air 
hold my attention tense 
with a filament. 

With their discipline, their indifference and their fibres, 
suddenly, how far from my me ” 

I find myself! 

No one may shoot at this life of the slcy, 
heroic aspiration 
in feathers and bill! 

No one may set traps or nets 
for those who lake heart for flying. 

There is a sigh in the top of the tree 
when the air passes 
grazing its blossom. 

There is a sigh on the crest of the mountain 
and a sigh in the sleep-walking cloud. 

There is a sigh in the court of heaven. 

Submerged in verdant silence 
and in die silence of the field of the sun, 
the wandering draughts trace lines 
in harmony with myself. 

I am describing, 1 think I am describing, 
in accord with my inner desire, 
the ellipse, the circle, the parabola, 
and the mute spiral of love. 

As I go a soundless canticle 
adorns my flight in the sky, 
and I know not if this flying is znine 
ox that of the birds or the Creator's. 

The world is without dimensions 
and time loses his clodc. 

The stars fall to the depths, 

there is naught but infinity and motor. 
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INFINITO Y MOTOR 

Dimimtas handas peregrinas del aire 
llevan de tin hilo 
tensa mi atencwn. 

Con su disciplina, sii frto y m mecha 

jque lejos me encuentro, 

de repente, a mi yol 

/Nadie dispare sohre esta vida del cielol 

— en pluma y pico, 

afdn campeador—, 

Nadie ponga cepos ni redes 
a qiiienes vtielan volando sti corazdn. 
Hay un ay en la copa del drhol 
cuando pasa la banda 
rozando su flor. 

Hay un ay en el hacko del monte; 
hay un ay en la nube sondmbula. 

Hay unayenla corte de Dios, 
Sumergido en silencio verde 
y en el silencio del campo del sol, 
los giros errabundos se trazan 
en armonia con mi yo, 

Voy dihujando, creo dibujar, 
segdn mi deseo interior, 
la elipse, la pardbola, el circulo, 
y la mtida espiral del amor, 

Voy con un cdntico insonoro 
adornando mi aviacidn: 
este vuelo que no s6 si es mto, 
de los pdjaros o del creador, 

Se acaban los tamanos del mundo, 
y el iiempo pierde su reloj. 

Las estrellas se caen al fondo, 
no hay mas que infinito y motor, 

Jacinta h pelirroja 
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INFINITY AND MOTOR 

Diminutive, wandering bands of air 
hold my attention tense 
with a filament. 

With their discipline, their indifference and their fibres, 
suddenly, how far from my “ me ” 

I find myself! 

No one may shoot at this life of the sky, 
heroic aspiration 
in feathers and bill! 

No one may set traps or nets 
for those who take heart for flying. 

There is a sigh in the top of the tree 
when the air passes 
grazing its blossom. 

There is a sigh on the crest of the mountain 
and a sigh in the sleep-walking cloud. 

There is a sigh in tlie court of heaven. 

Submerged in verdant silence 
and in the silence of the field of the sun, 
the wandering draughts trace lines 
in harmony with myself. 

I am describing, I think 1 am describing, 
in accord with my inner desire, 
the ellipse, the circle, the parabola, 
and the mute spiral of love. 

As I go a soundless canticle 
adorns my flight in the sky, 
and I know not if this flying is mine 
or that of the birds or Creator's. 

The world is without dimensions 
and time loses bis clock. 

The stars fall to the d^ths, 

there is naught but intoity and motor. 
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^DONDE? 

ffAcaso alU doftde el mar y la tierra? 
iTal vez donde Jos f dramas y los finares? 

^En el pcacho donde el cielo y la roca? 
flO donde la raiz y la fuente? 

^AlU donde las sombras estelares 
dihujan pasos de sondmbulo? 

^0 donde se emharcan las notas 
musicales para el viaje siti retomo? 
tfAcaso aqut tnismo, 
donde te tengo, 

donde te coma hs ojos con dientes de corazdn, 

para saber a qu6 sabe el tuyo? 

i^Aqui, sin escemrio, sin rito? 

jSil Aqui, celda desprendida de la urhe, 

cdhina, case de caracol, 

seno fndgjlco^ 

volumen jtisto para dos combatientes. 


Puentes que no acahan 
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WHERE? 

Perchance there where meet the earth and the sea? 
Perhaps in fragrant pine groves and in high, cold regions? 
On the summits where are naught but rock and sky? 

Or where lie hid the roots and the source? 

May it be diere where sidereal shadows 
outline the steps of one walking in sleep? 

Or where musical notes set forth 
on die journey that knows no return? 

Perchance just here, 
where I have you, 

where I devour your eyes with the teeth of my heart, 
to know of what tastes your own? 

Here, widiout setting or ceremony? 

Yes, here in a cell apart from the city, 
cabin, house of a snail, 
magical refuge, 

of just the right size for two who are facing each other. 
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^cuAndo? 

ffCucmdo la {lor del tilo y h flor de la add fa? 

^Cuando las Iluvias emigren narcotizadas de sol? 
fimndo se a4fan los senibrados mhios 
0 , tal vezy cmndo el mirh pea la cinieJa? 

Dime si serd cmndo las estrellas en fuga 
0 cmndo las tanas y los sa^pos parodian a los negros del jass, 
Acaso prefieras la noche de los troncos al rojo, 
cuando los monies salen en sdbanas por aht, 

;Nol Yo lo si, Tu quieres que sea 
en el interin, soire un punto, 
al sonar el vocablo final, 

cuando la luz de los ojos ya es sustancia en la saliva 
y cuando las manos irimulas piden el aire 
de los polluelos da la inctihadora. 

Un dngel se esquiva en los dngulos de tus ojos; 
dos dngeles alzan los dngulos de tu hoca. 

El azahar ensancha tu respiracidn 
y el horizonte carda tu melena rojiza, 

^No son ^5fos los signos? 

fjNo es el cuando ** esa pompa suiil 

que ya nos lleva 

en ese su seno de olvido y mdgica luz? 
ffNo sientes el ” cuando ” de la esperanza 
envolviendonos en su peltcula irresistente? 

^No res que ya no hay mds mundo 
que el nuestro, sin ayer, sin manana? 

que todas las cosas estdn dichas, 
y que todas las incertidumhres son ya deliciosa muerte? 

Puentes que no acahan 
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WHEN? 

In the time of the flower of the linden and the bay? 
When the narcotics of sun banish rains? 

When the golden wheat fields grow tall 

or, perhaps, when the blackbird pecks at the plum? 

Tell me if it will be when the stars are in flight, 

or when frogs and tree-toads parody the negroes of jazz. 

Perchance you will prefer night when logs are red-hot, 

when the mountains wander around sheeted in white. 

No! I know you want it to be 

in the interval, at a period, 

at the sound of the last word, 

when the light of the eyes is a substance on the lips 

and when trembling hands ask air 

of the baby chicks in the incubator. 

An angel hides in the comers of your eyes; 
two angels lift the corners of your mouth. 

Fragrant orange blossoms expand your breathing 
and the horizon combs out your auburn locks. 

Are not these the signs? 

Is not the " when that subde splendor 
that now hears us 

on its bosom of forgetfulness and magical light? 

Do you not feel the "when ” long hoped for 
wrapping us in its irresistible, filmy cloud? 

Do you not see that there is no world 
but ours, without yesterday or to-morrow? 

And that all things have been told, 

and all uncertainties now are delicious death? 
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Suelo. Nada mas, 

Smh. Nada menos, 

Y que te haste con eso. 

Porque en el suelo los fies hincados, 
en los fies torso derecho, 
en el torso la testa firme, 
y alia, al socaire de la frente, 
la idea fata y en la idea fura 
el manana, la Have 
'~ma'mna--de lo etemo, 

Suelo, Ni mas ni menos, 

Y que te baste con eso, 

Presagios 


iC6mo me duennes al nifio, 
enorme cuna del mundo, 
cuna de nocke de agostol 
El viento me lo acaricia 
en las mejillas 
y lo que cmta en los drboles 
tiene sonsdn de nanita 
fora que se duenna ^onto, 
Swaves estrellas le guardan 
de mucha luz y de mucha 
dniehla para los ojos, 

Y parece que se siente 
Todar la tierra muy lenta, 
sin mds vaiven que el preciso 
para que se duenna el nino, 
htjo mio e hijo suyo, 

Presagios 



PHDUO SALINAS 


73 


Soil Nothing more 
Soil. Nothing less. 

And let that suffice you. 

Because on the soil the feet are planted, 

on the feet body erect, 

on the body the head firm, 

and there, in the lee of the forehead, 

pure idea and in the pure idea 

the to-morrow, the hey 

—to-morrow— of the eternal. 

Soil. No more no less. 

And let that suffice you. 


How gently you rock my child to sleep, 
enormous cradle of the world, 
cradle of the August night! 

The wind caresses his cheeks for me 
and that which sings in the tree-tops 
has the soothing sound of a lullaby 
which quiets and puts him to sleep. 
Tranquil stars watch over him, 
from too much light and darkness 
they guard and protect his eyes. 

The earth seems to turn very slowly, 

I feel it revolve on its axis 
with no more motion than needful 
to lull the child to sleep, 
son of mine and son of yours. 
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En la tierra seca 
el alma del viento 
avisos marinos me daha 
con los lahios trSmuhs 
de chopos de estto. 
Alientos de mar 
y ansias de periplo, 
quilla, proa, esteh, 

Circe y vellocino, 
todo lo mentian 
chopos sdbidores 
de la tierra seca» 

Y una nuhe hlanca 
(ma vela hlanca) 
cn el horizonte, 
con gestos de lino, 
alardes de fuga 
por rumhos queridos 
hacia 

cn el mar sm viento 
de aquel cielo seco 
de la tierra scca 
con chopos de estio. 

Eresagios 
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On dry land 
the soul of the wind 
gave me news of the sea 
with the tremulous lips 
of the poplars of summer. 
Breaths of the ocean 
and longings for the voyage, 
keel, prow and wake, 

Circe and Golden Fleece, 
of all did they whisper 
the wise poplar trees 
of the dry land. 

And a white cloud 
(a white sail) 
on the horizon, 
with gestures of canvas, 
boasted of Bight 
in desired directions, 
on that sea without wind 
of that empty sky 
of that dry land 
by poplars of summer. 
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No te veo. Bien se 
que estds aqui, detnis 
de ULna {rdgil fot'cd 
de hdrillos y cal, hien al alcance 
de mi voz, si llamara. 

Pero no llamare* 

Te llamard manana, 
ouandOf al no verte ya, 
me imagine que sigiies 
aqui cerca, a mi lado, 
y que hasta hoy la voz 
que ayer no quise dar, 

Manana . . . cuavdo esids 
alia detrds de ma 
frdgil fared de vientos, 
de cielos y de anos, 

Presagios 


ORILLA 

(fSi no jueta for la rosa 
frdgil^ de espuma, hlanquisima^ 
que el, a lo lejos se inventa, 
quien me iha a decir a mi 
<^e se le movia el pecho 
de respirar, que estd vivo, 
que tiene un impetu dentro, 
que quiere la tierra entera, 
azul, quieto, mar de julio? 

Seguro (tzar 
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I see you not, though well 
I know you are here, behind 
a wall so slightly built 
of mortar and bricks, yet within the sound 
of my voice, if I should call. 

But no, I shall not call. 

To-monow I shall call you. 
when no longer seeing you, 

I imagine that you continue 
quite near, quite close by my side, 
and enough to-day the voice 
that yesterday I would not raise. 
To-morrow . . . when you are there 
out beyond a fragile wall 
of winds, of sky and of years. 


THE SHORE 

Were it not for the fragile rose 
of white, white foam and the outline 
which it in the distance is tracing, 
who was going to tell me 
that its breast was mo\dng 
in breathing, that it is living, 
that it has within it an impulse, 
that it desires the earth entire, 
this blue, quiet sea of July? 
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BUSCA, ENCUENTRO 

Llevo los ojos abiertos. 

No te veo, 

Estds deniro de la fiiebla, 
Niebla: 

con el mirar no la aclaro, 
con la mano no la ent'pujo, 
con el qtierer no la mato, 
Niebla, 

La mirada ^fora 
y la voluntad, iniltiL 

Llevo los ojos cerrados. 

No te veOf ya te siento, 
ya te tengo, Mia 
est4s, estoy a tu lado: 
estds dentro de la niebla. 

Seguro azar 
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SEEKING. FINDING 

I keep my eyes wide open. 

I do not see you. 

You are enclosed in mist. 

The mist: 

gazing I do not pierce through it, 
pushing I da not displace it, 
wishing I do not destroy it. 

The mist. 

Gazing, but why? 
and the wish, useless. 

I keep my eyes tight closed. 

I do not see you, now I feel you, 
now I own you. You are 
mine, I am by your side; 
you are enclosed in mist. 
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TRIUNFO SUYO 

No se le ve, 
fero e$t& detriisj seguro, 
imferial rostro insufrible, 
dueno de lo iiltUno. 

Auncjue me deje ganaT 
pngidamente un instante 
iqtie falsa siento mi fuerza, 
que el me ^resta contra 411 
Yo lo s4: 

lo mio no es mio, es suyo, 

Lo eternOj suyo, Vendrd, 
-^jque iien le sientol^or elh* 
Voy a verle cara a cara: 
porque ya se estd quitando, 
porque estd tirando ya^ 

Jos cielos, las alegrias, 
los disimulos, los tiempos^ 
hs palahras, antifaces 
leves que yo le ponia 
contra^/irresistihle luzl-^ 
su rostro de sin remedio 
etemidad, 41^ silencio. 

Seguro azar 
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HIS TRIUMPH 

He is not seen, 
but he is behind, steadfast, 
imperial face intolerable, 
master of the ultimate. 

Though be permit me success 
in appearance for the moment, 
how unreal I feel the power 
he lends me against himself! 

I know it: 

the mine is not mine, it is his, 
the eternal, his. Through it 
he will come inevitably, I know it. 

I shall see him face to face : 
because already he is shedding, 
already he is casting away, 
heavens, joys, dissimulations, 
times, words, the slight masks 
under which I had hidden him 
—irresistible light— 
countenance of unavoidable eternity, 
he, silence! 
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MAR DISTANTE 

Si no es el mar, si es sn imagen, 
su estampa, vuelta, en el cielo. 

Si no es el mar, si es su voz 
delgada, 

a troves del ancho mundo, 
en altavoz, por los aires. 

Si no es el mar, si essu nomhre 
en un idioma sin labios, 
sin pueblo, 

sin mds palabra que 4sta: 
mar. 

Si no es el mar, si es su idea 
de fuego, insondable, limpia; 
yyo, 

ardiendo, ahogdndome en ella, 
Fdbula y signo 
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DISTANT SEA 

This is not the sea, this is its image, 
its impression, its refiection in the heavens. 

This is not the sea, this is its tenuous 
voice, 

across the wide world, 

in a loud speaker, through the air. 

This is not the sea, this is its name 
in a language without lips, 
without nation, 
without any words save this: 
sea. 

This is not the sea, this is its flaming 
idea, unfathomable, limpid; 
and I, 

burning, extinguishing myself in it. 
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i'Ayl, cudntas cosas j^enllclas 
qtie no se perdierou itniica, 
Todas las guardcibas ttL 

MenuAos grams de tlempo, 
que un dia se llevo el aire, 
Alfahetos de la espimia, 
que un dia se llevo el mar. 

Yo for perdidos los daha. 

Y pot perdidas hs nuhes 
que yo quise sujetar 

en el <nelo 

clavdndolas con miradas. 

Y las alegrias alias 

del quer&r, y las angiistias 
de estar aun queriendo poco, 
y las ansias 

de querer, quererte, mds. 
Todo por perdido, todo 
en el haher sido antes, 
en el no ser nunca, ya. 

Y entonces viniste t& 
de lo oscuTO, iluminada 
de joven paciencia honda, 
ligera, sin que pesara 
sohre tu ciniuta fina, 
sohre tus homhros desmiAos, 
el pasado que traias 

tii, tan joven, para mi. 
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How many lost things there were 
that never were lost! 

You were keeping them all. 

The tiny sands of lime 

that one day the wind bore away. 

The alphabets of foam 

that one day the sea bore away. 

I gave them up for lost. 

I gave up for lost the clouds 
that I wished to hold fast 
in the sky 

piercing them with my gaze. 

And the high raptures 
of loving, the deep pangs 
of loving too little, 
and the longings 
to love, to love you more. 

I held them all for lost, all, 
all that had been before 
and all that were never to be. 

And then you came 

out of the darkness, illumined 

by young deep patience, 

light as air, without feeling 

on your delicate body, 

on your bare shoulders, the weight 

of the past that for me 

you were bearing, you so young. 
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Ctiando te fwirc a los hesos 
vtrgcrtes que iu dh\t\ 
hs tiew'pos y las csputuas, 
las imhes y los amoves 
que perdt estahan salvados. 

Si de mi se me cscaparon, 
no file para ir a morirse 
en la nada. 

En ti seguian viviendo. 

Lo que yo llamaba olvido 
eras tii. 

La voz a ti dehida 
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When I looked at you, the first 
kisses that you gave me, 
die lost days and the sea-foam, 
the clouds and the embraces, all 
that I had lost were held safe. 

If they had escaped from me, 
it was not to die, to fade 
into nothingness. 

In you they kept living on. 
That which I called oblivion 
was you. 
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Ciiando te viird a los hcsos 
virgcnes que tii ntc diste, 
los tiempos y las cspuinas, 
las mihes y los amoves 
qua perdt estaban salvados. 

Si de mt se me escnpawn, 
no file para it a morirse 
en la nada. 

En ti segnian viviendo, 

Lo que yo llamaba olvido 
eras tii. 

La voz a ti dehida 
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When I looked at you, the first 
kisses that you gave me, 
the lost days and the sea-foam, 
the clouds and the embraces, all 
that I had lost were held safe. 

If they had escaped from me, 
it was not to die, to fade 
into nothingness. 

In you they kept living on. 
That which 1 called oblivion 
was you. 
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No en 'pahcios ch viurwol, 
no en mescs, no, iii en clfras, 
nunca ftsando el suelo: 
en leves mundos frdgiles 
heuws vivido juntos, 

El tiempo $e contaba 
afenas for minutos: 
un minuto era un siglo, 

Una Vida, un amor. 

Nos cohijaban techos, 
menos qua techos, nubes; 
menos qtte nubes, cielos; 
auYi menos, aire, nada. 
Atravesaiido mares 
hechos de veinte Idgrimas^ 
diez tuyas y diez mtas, 
llegdbamos a cuentas 
doradas de collar, 
islas limpias, dcsierl;a$, 
sin floras y sin came; 
alhergtie, tan menudo, 
en vidrio, de un amor 
que se hastaha el solo 
fora el querer mas grande 
y no fedia auxilio 
a hs barcos ni al tiempo, 
Galerias emormes 
abriendo 

en los granos de arena, 
descubrimos las minus 
de llamas o de azures. 
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Not in palaces of marble, 
not in time, no, nor in numbers, 
never treading the soil of the earth, 
but in fragile, delicate woilds 
have we lived together. 

Time was scarcely 
counted by minutes: 
a minute was a century, 
a life, a love. 

We were sheltered by ceilings, 
that were less ceilings than clouds; 
that were less clouds than heavens; 
even less, they were air, nothing. 
Traversing seas 
made of tears, twenty tears, 
ten of yours and ten of mine, 
we came to the guilded 
beads of a necklace 
of empty, desert islands, 
without flowers, without life; 
harbor, so small, so tin)^ 
made of crystal, for a love 
which was enough all alone 
for the greatest of all loves 
and asked no help of any, 
neither of ships nor of time. 
Galleries unending 
opening 

in a tiny grain of sand, 
unearthing treasures of flames 
or of unforeseen happiness. 
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Y todo 

colgando de aquel hllo 
que sostenia, (jqiiieri? 
Pot eso nuestra vida 
no farece vivida: 
desliz, reshahdora, 
ni estelas ni fisadas 
de]6 detrds. Si quieres 
recordarla, no mires 
donde se huscan ^em^re 
h$ huellas y el recuerdo. 
No te mires al alma, 
a la somhra, a hs lahios, 
Mlrate bien la palma 
de la mono, vacia* 


La voz a ti debida 
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And all 

hanging by that slender thread 
which was supported^ by whom? 
And because of that our life 
does not seem real, substantial: 
elusive, it slips by, 
leaving no wake, no trail 
behind. If you wish 
to remember it, do not look 
where you always seek 
for traces and mementos 
Do not look into your soul, 
or at shadows, or at lips. 

But gaze intently into 

the empty palm of your hand. 
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Y todo 

colgando de aquel hilo 
que sostcnia, ^quiin} 
Por eso nuestra vida 
no farece vivida: 
desliz, reshaladora, 
ni estelas ni fisadas 
dejd detrds. Si quieres 
recordarla, no mires 
donde se huscan siempre 
las huellas y el recuerdo. 
No te mires al alma, 
a la somhra, a los lahios. 
Mkate bien la pahna 
de la inano, vacta. 


La voz a ti debida 
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And all 

hanging by that slender thread 
which was supported, by whom? 
And because of that our life 
does not seem real, substantial: 
elusive, it slips by, 
leaving no wake, no trail 
behind. If you wish 
to remember it, do not look 
where you always seek 
for traces and mementos 
Do not look into your soul, 
or at shadows, or at lips. 

But gaze intently into 

the empty palm of your hand. 
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ffLas oyes cdmo yicleit rcalulades, 
ellas, desmaJemdas, ficias, 
ellas, las somhias qua los dos for jaw os 
en este hnucnso leclio de distancias? 
Cansados ya de hifinitud, dc tieoipo 
sin medida, de anoniino, herldas 
pot um gran nostalgia de materia, 
fiden Uvtites, dias, nomhres. 

No pueden 

vivir asi ya mds: estdn al horde 

del inorir de las somhas, qne es la nada, 

Acude, van coninigo, 

Tiende tus manos, tiendeles tu ctterpo, 
Los dos les huscaremos 
un color, una fccha, un pccho, un soL 
Que descansen en Li, s6 tu su came, 

Se cahnard su enonne ansia errante, 
mientras las estrcchamos 
dvidamente entre los cuerpos nuestros 
donde encuentren sn pasto y su reposo, 

Se dormirdn al pn en nuesiro sueno 
ahrazado, ahrazadas, Y asi lucgo, 
al separarnos, al nutrimos s6lo 
de sombras, entre lejos 
ellas 

tendrdn recuerdos ya, tendrdn pasado 
de came y hueso: 

, el ttempo que vivieron en nosotros, 

Y su afanoso sueno 
de sombras, otra vez, serd el retomo 
a esta corporeidad mortal y rosa 
donde el amor inventa su inpnito* 

La voz a it debida 
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Do you not hear how they ask for reality, 

these, the dishcvcllocl ones, these, the untamed ones, 

the shadows we invent, you and I, 

on this immense plain of distances? 

Weary now of the infinite, weary 
of time without measure, of namelessness, 
and sick with longing for the material, 
they ask for boundaries, days and names. 

No longer 

can they live like this, they are on the border 
of the death of shadows, which is nothingness. 

Come with me to the rescue. 

Stretch out your hands to them, offer your body. 
Together we shall seek for them 
a color, a time, a breast, a sun. 

Let them find their rest in you, be you their flesh. 
Their great desire for roving sirall grow calm, 
while we clasp them 
eagerly to our breast, 

where they may find their pasture and repose. 

They shall fall asleep at last folded close 
in our dream, embracing. And thus afterwards, 
when we shall part, to be nourished only 
on shadows, from afar, 
they 

shall have their memories, shall have a past 

of flesh and blood, 

the time when they lived in us. 

And their eager, wistful dream 
of shadows, once more, shall be the return 
to this mortal existence of roseate flesh 
where love invents its infinity. 



94 


CONTEMPORAUY SPANISH POETRY 


Pensar en ti esta noche 
no era fcnsartc con lui j)ensamiciitOj 
yo solo, desde mu Te iba pensando 
comnigo extensameyite, el ancho itmiido, 

El gran stieno del campo, las esirellas, 
callado el mar, las hierhas invisibles, 
solo presentes en perfumes secos, 
todo, 

de Aldebardn al grillo, te pensaba* 

iQue sosegadamente 

se hacia la concordia 

entre las piedras, los luceros, 

el agua muda, la arboleda tremula, 

todo lo iuanhnado, 

y el alma m'la 

dedicdndolo a ti! Todo acudia 
docil a mi llamada, a tu servicio, 
ascendido a intencion y a fuerza am ante, 
Concurrtan las luces y las sombras 
a la luz de quererte; conciirrian 
el gran silencio, por la tiena, piano, 
suaves voces de mibe, por el cielo, 
al ca>itico hacia ti qua en mt cantaba, 
Una conformidad de mundo y set, 
de afan y tiempo, tnverosmil tregua, 
se entraba en mi, como la dicha antra 
cuando llega sin prisa, beso a beso, 

Y casi 
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To think of you to-night 

was not to think of you, I all alone 

with my thoughts. For with me, far and near, 

the whole wide world was thinking of you. 

The deep-dreaming fields, the stars, 
the silent sea, the invisible grass, 
present only in its bitter perfume, 
all were thinking of you, 
from great Aldebaran to the tiniest insect. 

How quietly 

was preparing the harmony 

between the stones, the stats, 

the mute water and. the trembling as^en grove, 

all inanimate things, 

and my soul 

dedicating them to you! All were responding 
docilely to my call, promoted to serving you 
with discretion and loving loyalty; 
the lights and shadows were contributing 
to the light of my love, the unruffled silence 
of the earth, and the gentle voices of cloud 
in the heavens, all were contributing 
to the canticle singing for you in my heart. 

An agreement of world and being, 
of time and desire, improbable truce, 
was entering into me, as happiness enters 
when, without urgency, a kiss attains to a kiss. 
And almost 
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dejd cJe antmte 'por avimUi vtds, 
en VI as qua en vii, iu7ucnsaiuc}?ic coitfiando 
ese evipleo de awar a la giav nocfia 
errante por el ticnipo y ya cargada 
de mision, viisionera 

de %m avtor vuelto estrellas, calma, mundo, 

salvado ya del viiedo 

al cadaver qtie queda si se olvida, 

Razdn de amor 
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I left off loving you for loving you more, 
trusting in more than myself, gicatly confiding 
- that employment of loving to the vast night 
wandering thiough time and now charged 
with a mission, the cmissniy 
ipf a love changed to stars^ to quiet, to the world, 
saved now from the fear 
^of the corpse which remains if \vc forget. 
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Si la voz $e siniiera cou los ojos 
jayy cdmo te verial 

Tu voz tiene una luz qua me ih{}jnna: 
luz del oir, 

Al hablar 

se encienden los espacios del sonido^ 
se le quiehra al silencio 
la gran oscuridad qtte es. Tu palahra 
tiene visas de alhor, de aurora joven, 
cada dta, al venir a mi de mievo, 

Cuando aprmaSy 

un gozo cenital, un mediodta, 

impera, ya sin arte de los ojos* 

"Noche no hay si me hahlas por la noche* 
Ni soledad, aqui solo en mi cuarto 
si tu voz Uega, tan sin cuerpo, leve* 
Torque tu voz area $u cuerpo* Naccn 
en el vado espacio, innumerahles, 
las formas delicadas y posibles 
del cuerpo de tu voz* Casi se engafian 
los labios y los brazos que te buscan* 
y almas de labios, almas de los brazos, 
buscan alrededor hs, por tu voz 
hechas nacer, divinas criaturas, 
invento de tu hablar. 

Y ala luz del oir, en ese dmbito 

que los ojos no ven, todo radiante, 

se hesan por nosotros 

los dos enamorados que no tienen 

mas dta ni mds noche 

que tu voz estrellada, o que tu sol. 

Razdn de amor 
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If the voice were perceived with the eyes, 
ah, how 1 should see you! 

Your voice has a light that illumines me, 
light of the hearing. 

When you speak 

space is aglow with the sound, 

the great darkness which is silence 

is broken. Your word 

has gleams of dawn, of young aurora, 

each day, as it comes to me afresh, 

When you say yes, 
a zenith of joy, a full midday 
reigns, without the art of the eyes. 

There is no night if you speak to me in the night; 

neither sol'tude, here alone in my room, 

if your voice reaches me, lightly thus, without body. 

For your voice creates its body. There are bom 

in empty space innumerable 

delicate and possible forms 

of the body of your voice. Almost arc deceived 

the lips and the arms that seek you. 

And phantom lips, and phantom arms 
search round them, for your voice 
brings to birth divine beings, 
invention of your speech. 

And in die light of hearing, in those confines 
that the eyes do not see, all radiant, 
they kiss for us, 

the two lovers that have no more 

day and no more night 

than your starry voice, or your sun. 
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Nadddora dc itoche, ftadadora 
entre ohs y limehlas. 

Brazos blancos hufulievdose, 7tac}eudo, 
con un ritnio 

regido por dcsignios igrwtados, 
avanzas 

contra la dohle resistencia sorda 
de oscuridad y inar, dc mundo osciito. 

Al 7taufragar el dia, 
tfA, pasajera 

de travesks pot ahril y mayo, 
te quisiste salvar, te estds salvando, 
de la resignacion, no de la imierte, 

Se te Tompen las ohs, deshravadas, 
hecho su asombro espmta, 
arrepentidas ya de S7t milicia, 
cuando tH las ofreces, como un pacto, 
tu fuerte pecho virgen, 

Se te tompen 

las densas ondas anchas dc la noche 

contra ese afdn de chridad qua Imscas, 

brazada por brazada, y qne Icvanta 

un espumar altisimo en el cielo; 

espumas de luceros, si, de estrellas, 

que te salpica el rostro 

con un tuffiulto de constelaciones, 

de mundos* Desafia 

mares de sighs, sighs de tiniehlas, 

tu inocencia desnuda. 

Y el ritmico ejercicio de tu cuerpo 
soporta, empuja, salva 
mucho mds que tu came, Asi tu triunfo 
tu fin serd, y al cabo, traspasadas 
el mar, la noche, las conformidades, 
del otro lado ya del mundo negro, 
en la phya del dia que alhorea, 
morirds en la aurora que ganaste. 

Raz6n de amor 
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Swimmer of svvimmei Ix'tween 

waves and shatlows. 

White aims submerging and rising 
with a ihytlnn 

governed by unknown designs, 
you advance 'gainst 
the double, silent resistance 
of darkness and sea, world of gloom. 

At the shipwreck of day, 
you, voyager 

crossing through April and May, 
wished to save, are saving yourself, 
not from death, from resignation. 

The waves break over you, their fierceness gone, 

their war repented of, 

their wonder turned to foam, 

when you offer them, as a pact, 

your strong, virgin breast. 

The broad, dense billows of tlie night 
break against 

that desire for light that you seek, 
by uplifting arms, that raises 
in the heavens a great foaming; 
a foam of lights, yes, of stars, 
which sprinkle your face 
with a riot of constellations, 
of worlds. By your bare 
innocence, seas of centuries defied, 
centuries of shadows. 

Your rhythmic bodily motion 

supports, impels and saves 

much more dian your ffesh. Thus your triumph 

will be your end, and at last, sea, 

night and conventions passed over, 

on the far side of the black world, 

on the shore of the day which breaks, 

you will die in the dawn you have won. 



102 


CONTEMPORARY SPANISH POETRY 


Tan conveucido cstoy 

de tn gran trahinotcncia eu lo que vivo, 

de que la luz, la lluvia, el cielo son 

formas en que te esqiitvas, 

vaga interposicidn entre tu y tu, 

que no estoy nunca solo 

mientras la luz del dia me parece tu alma, 

0 cuando al encenderse las estrellas 

me van diciendo cosas que tA piensas, 

Esa gota de lluvia 

que cae sohre el papel 

es, no mancha morada, florida del azar, 

sino vaga y difusa violeta 

que Pu me envtas del ahril que vives. 

y cuando los contactos de la noche, 
masa de oscuridad, sdlida masa, 
viento, rumores, llegan y me tocan 
me quedo inmensamente 
asombrado de ver 

que el brazo que te tiendo no te estrecha, 

de que aun te obstines 

en no mostrarte entera 

tan cerca como estds, detrds de todo, 

Y tengo que creer, 

aunque palpitas en lo mds cercano, 

— sdZo porque tu cuerpo no $e ve— 
en la vaga pcddn de estar yo solo. 


Raz6n de amor 
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I am so sure that yoxu presence 

shines through all that makes up my life, 

sure that the light, rain and sky 

are forms in which you escape from yourself, 

a vague something between yourself and yourself, 

that I am never alone 

while the day seems to me your spirit, 

or when the stars being kindled, 

speak to me of your thoughts. 

This tiny drop of rain 

which falls on my paper 

is no chance purple spot of flowery vegetation, 

but the delicate scattered violet 

that you send me from the April you are living. 

And when the contacts of the night, 
mass of darkness, solid mass, 
wind, sounds reach me and touch me, 
with boundless amazement 
I see that the arm 

I stretch out to you does not embrace you, 

and that you persist in 

withholding the all of yourself, 

thus near to me though you are, back of all. 

And only because your body is not seen, 
though you pulsate in that which is nearest me, 

I am forced to believe 

the vague fiction of being alone. 



CONTEMPORARY SPANISH POETRY 


Di, dte acuerdas de los suenos, 
de cmndo estahan alU, 
delanie? 

lQu& lejos, al ^arecer^ 
de los ojosl 
Paredan nuhes alias, 
fantasmas stn astderos, 
horizontes sin llegada, 

Ahora miralos, conmigo, 
estdn detrds de nosotros. 

Si eran ntthes, 

vamos pot nubes mds alias. 

Si eran horizontes, lejos, 
ahora, para verlos 
hay que volvet la cabeza 
porque los hemos pasado. 

Si eran fantasmas, 
siente 

en las pahnas de tus monos, 
en los hbios, 
la cdlida huella aun 
del dbrazo 

en que dejaron de serlo, 

Estcmos al otro lado 
de los suerios que sotiamos, 
a ese lado que se llama 
la vida que se cutnplid. 

Y ahora, 

de tanto haber realizado 
nuestro so^ar, 

nuestro suefio estd en dos cuerpos. 
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Tell me, do you remember 

the dreams when they were there 

before us? 

How far away they seemed 
from the eyes! 

Tliey resembled high clouds, 
floating phantoms, 
ever receding horizons. 

Now gaze on them with me, 
they are behind us. 

If they were clouds, 

then we move through clouds still higher. 

If they were remote horizons, 

to see them now 

we must turn our heads 

for we are far beyond them. 

If they were mere phantoms, 
feel still 

in the palms of your hands, 
on your lips 
the warm trace 
of caresses 

when they ceased to be phantoms. 

We are on the other side 
of the dreams that we dreamed, 
on that side which is called 
life accomplished. 

And now 

for having so realized 
our dreaming, 

our dream takes form in two beings. 
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Di, (fte actierdas da los suenos, 
de cuando estahan alii, 
delante? 

iQu6 laps, al farecer, 
de hs ojosi 
Parecian nuhes alias, 
fantasmas sin asideros, 
horizontes sin llegada, 

4hora miralos, conmigp, 
estdn detris de nosotros. 

Si eran nnhes, 

vumos por nubes mds altos. 

Si eran horizontes, lejos, 
ahora, para verlos 
hay qua volver la cabeza 
porque los hemos pasado. 

Si eran fantasmas, 
siente 

en las pahnas de tus manos, 
en los labios, 
la cdlida huella aun 
del abrazo 

en que dejaron de serlo. 

Estamos al otro lado 
de los sueHos que sonamos, 
a ese lado que se llama 
la vida que se cumplid, 

Y ahora, 

de tanto haber realizado 
nuestro soiiar, 

nuestro sua^o estd en dos cuerpos. 
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Tell me, do you remember 

the dreams when they were there 

before us? 

How far away they seemed 
from the eyes! 

They resembled high clouds, 
floating phantoms, 
ever receding horizons. 

Now gaze on them with me, 
they are behind us. 

If they were clouds, 

then we move through clouds still higher. 

If they were remote horizons, 

to see them now 

we must turn our heads 

for we are far beyond tliem. 

If they were mere phantoms, 
feel still 

in the palms of your hands, 
on your lips 
the warm trace 
of caresses 

when they ceased to be phantoms. 

We are on the other side 
of the dreams that we dreamed, 
on that side which is called 
life accomplished. 

And now 

for having so realized 
our dreaming, 

oui dream takes form in two beings. 
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Y no hay quo immr los dos, 
sin venws cl 'll no al otto, 
a lo lejos, a las vnhcs, 
para enco7itrar otros 7iuevos 
que nos e^npnjeti la vida, 
Mirdndonos earn a cara, 
viendonos en lo que hicimos 
hrota 

desde las dichas cuinplidas 
oyer, la dicha jutura 
llamdndonos. Y otra vez 
la vida se siente un sueno 
tremulo, recien nacido* 


Razon de amor 
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And we two need only gaze 
in the distance, at the clouds, 
without seeing each other, 
to find other new ones 
that urge fresh life upon us. 
Gazing at us, face to face, 
seeing us in that which we did, 
there springs up, 
from joys already fulfilled, 
the happiness of the future 
calling to us. And once again 
life is a tremulous dream, 
but lately come into being. 
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VERDAD DE DOS 

Covto 61 vivid de dia, sdlo un cUa, 
no pudo ver I'nds qi^e la luz. 

Se figurdba 

que todo era de luz, de sol, de jubilo 

seguro, que los fdjaros 

no fararkn nunca de volar y que los stes 

que las hocas dectan 

no tenian reves. La inexorable 

declinacidn del sol hacia su muerte, 

el alargarse de las soinbras, 

juego le parecieron inocente, 

nunca presagio, triunfo lento, da lo oscnro. 

Y aquel espacio de existir 

medido por la luz, 

del alba hasta el crepAsculo, 

lo tomd por la vida, 

Su sonrisa final le dijo al ntundo 
su confianza en que layida era 
la luz, el dia, 
la claridad en que existid. 

Nunca vid las estrellas, ignorante 
de aquellos corazones, tan sin ndviero, 
bajo el gran cielo azul que tiembla de ellos, 

Elh, si. 

Nacid al advenmiento de la noehe, 
de la primer tiniebla clara hija, 
y en la noche vivid. 

No sufrio los colores 
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J ORGE GUILUSN was bom in Valladolid in 1893. He studied 
Philosophy and Letters in Madrid and Granada, and from 1917 was 
Lecturer in Spanish at the Sorbonne* After receiving the degree of 
Doctor of Letters in 1925, he obtained the chair of Spani^ Literature in 
the University of Murcia and was professor there until 1929. From 1929 
to 193 X he was Lecturer in Spanish at the University of Oxford, and for 
several seasons he was Professor of Spanish Literature at the International 
Summer School of Santander* 

In 1938 he came to America as Visiting Professor at Middlebury GoL 
lege, Vermont, and he held a chair at McGill University, Montreal, for 
one year. Since then he has been living in the United States as Professor 
of Spanish Literature at Wellesley College and in the Summer School of 
Languages at Middlebury College. 

Ins poems have been translated into English, French and Italian. 
Aubrey Bell, the English authority on Spanish literature, mentions 
Jorge Guillen among four " distinguished Castilian poets of present 
day in whom ** substance and passion are controllecl by sureness of taste 
and severity of line in a kind of molten granite.'* He says again: In its 
radiance, swiftness and continual ' becoming ' die poetry of Jorge Guilin 
takes us back to the poetry of two great Castilian poets of die sixteenth 
century, Luis de Leon and San Juan de la Cruz, both poets of an intense 
rapidiw, full of the emotion of tremulous movement ... He is essen- 
d^y Castilian in his resolute search for unity beneath the multmlicity of 
things ... It is of absorbing interest to watch die spirit of Castile in 
this poet gathering vm the new poetry in eternal moments of concrete 
mystery, spiritual reausm, and pregnant unity, in which soul and body 
are fu^ in true Castilian fashion.^ 

Pedro Salinas compares him to Walt Whitman, not in his form, but in 
his attitude towards life. He says: ** The theme of this poetry is exalta* 
tion and in the beauty of the world and being . , . Life is beautiful 
because it is life • . . The simplicity of this attitude in the com|dexity 
of the modem world seems a mscoveiy . . . Facing the world, scorned 
and accursed by so many poets, he gives us the affirmation of its 
complete beauty." 

Angel Valbuena Prat writes of the metiy of Guillen: ** If by intuition 
we succeed in capturing the beauty ot the poetry, an immense world of 
beauty and life dazzle our eyes ... In each poem there is a cosmic 
creation; the theme gives a new and special value to everything • • . 
The work of Guilin is the classical jewd of the new Spanish poetry." 

Books of poet^ published: Cdndco, Madrid, 1928, first edition; 
Cittfico (A 1 aire ae tu vuelo^Las horas situadas^& fdjaro en ta mano^ 
Aqui mismo^Fleno ser), Ma<hid, 1936; Cdntico^Fe de Vida, Mexico^ 

1945. 
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LOS NOMBRES 

Albor, El horizonte 
Entreabre sus pestanas, 

Y empieza a ver. dQue? 'Nombre$. 
Estdn sobre la patina 

De las cosas. La rosa 
Se llama todavta 
Hoy rosa, y la memoria 
De su trdnsito, prisa, 

Prisa de vivir mas. 

/A Ifirgo amor nos alee 
Esa pujanza agraz 
Del Imtante, tan dgll 

Que en llegando a su meta 
Corre a imponet Despudsl 
iAlerta, alerta, aleria, 

Yo serS, yo serel 

(fY las rasas? Pestanas 
Cerradas: horizonte 
Final. ffAcaso nada? 

Pero qtiedan los nombres. 


All poems from CdnHco. 



JORGE GITIL1,£n 


II7 


NAMES 

It is dawn. The horizon 
Peeps between its eyelashes, 

And begins to see. What? 

Names written on the surface, 

The patina of things. 

The rose is still called rose 
To-day, and the memory 
Of its passing is haste. 

Haste to be living more. 

To abundant love we are 
Raised by that unripe power 
Of the Moment, so nimble 

That on reaching its goal 
It hastes to impose the Aftermath. 
Be alert, on your guard! 

I shall be. I shall be! 

And the roses? Eyelashes 
Fast closed: final horizon. 

If perchance there is nothing? 

But the names still remain. 
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ADVEJSIlMlEmO 

{Oh lunal iCu&nto abrill 
;Qui vasto y duhe el airel 
Todo lo c[ue ferdi 
Volverd con las aves. 

Si, con las avecillas 
Que en coro de diborada 
Pian y fim, fian 
Sin designo de gracia. 

La luna estd muy cerca, 
Quieta en el aire nuestro, 
El que yo fui me espera 
Bajo mis pensamientos, 

Cantard el ruisenor 
En la cima del ansia, 
jAttehol, arrehol 
Enfre el cielo y las aurasl 

ftY se perdid aquel tiempo 
Que yo perdi? La mano 
Dispone, dios Ugero, 

De esta luna sin aHo, 
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i^DVENT 

Moon of the April night, 

How ample and sweet the aiil 
All will come back to me, 

All I have lost with the birds. 

Yes, with the morning birds 
Chirping in chorus at dawn, 
Twittering, warbling and singing, 
Bringing unconscious blessing. 

The moon is now very near us, 
Quiet and calm in our presence. 
That which I was awaits me, 
Buried beneath my thoughts. 

The nightingale shall sing 
On the very tip of desire. 

Flush of dawn, flush of dawn 
Midst gentle breezes of heaven! 

And was it gone, the time 
I lost? The turning hand, 

A nimble god, disposes 
Of this moon so ageless. 
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ELEVACldN DE LA CLARIDAD 

Miielles desniveles . . . 

varia ocurrencia 
Se equilihra a fuerza 
De tiemjfo inocente? 

Hierbas, juncos, aguas. 

Cede el equilibrio 
Bajo el pie, Crujidos 
Velados de trampa, 

Pero no, Los ironcos 
Elevan a sed 
De liiz la avidez 
En sombra del soto, 

Entre Jos follajeSf 
Dimimitos cielos 
Suman un ileso 
Tcrmino sin partes, 

Y se centra el vasto 
Deseo en un punto. 
jOh cenit: lo uno, 

Lo cuiro, lo intactol 
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ELEVATIOISI OF LIGHT 

Delicate differences . . . 

Will their various levels 
Smooth out with the passing 
Of innocent time? 

Grasses, rushes, waters. 
Underfoot the balance 
Diminishes. Hidden 
Flaws, snares and pitfalls. 

But no. Tall tree trunks 
Uplift aspiration 
To thirst for the light 
In shadowy groves. 

Between leafy branches 
Diminutive heavens 
Unite in an unscathed 
Boundary, undivided. 

And the vast desire 
On one point is centered, 
The utmost: the zenith, 

One, clear and intact! 
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CIMA DE LA DELICIA 

jCtma de la delicial 
TodOy en el aire es fdjaro* 
Se cieme lo inmediato 
Resuelto en lejanta, 

iHueste de esheltas fuerzast 
jQue dlacridad de mozo 
En el espacio airoso, 
Henchido de presencial 

El mundo iiene cdndida 
Profundidad de espejo: 

Las mas claras distances 
SiAeUan lo verdadero. 

/Dulzura de los anos 
Irreparahlesl fBodas 
Tatdias con la historia 
Owe desame a diariol 

iMds, todavia mdsl 
Hacia el sol en volandas, 

La plenitud se escape. 
jYa solo sd cantarl 
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ECSTASY OF BLISS 

Oh ecstasy of bliss! 

All things are winged for flight. 
That which is dose soars upward 
Dissolved into the distance. 

What host of slender forces! 
What youthful animation 
Above in the airy space, 

With reality filled! 

Like a mirror, the world 
Gives back guileless reflections; 
The most limpid distances 
Dream of the true, the real. 

Oh the sweetness of years 
Irretrievable! Nuptials 
Too late, with the life that 
I liked not day by day! 

More, more and yet more! 
Towards the sun, in swift flight, 
The fulness makes its escape. 
Now I am only song! 
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Pfi/AIAWiRA J:)LLCMD/1 

Cmndo el e<ipucw m/? pcfld ic'^time 
Coft uiia nnhe 

Su vasta indecision a la deiim, 
--fiDdnde la ojtlla?-- 

Mientias el ito con el nunho en cuiva 
Se perpetua 

Buscando sesgo a sesgo, dibujante, 

Su desenlacBj 

Mimiras el agna, durametite verde 
Niega siis peces 

Bajo el pt of undo equivoco reflejo 
De nn atie tienmh . , . 

Cuando conduce la niunana^ Icntas, 
Sus alamedas 

Gracias a las estelas vtbradoias 
Entre las {tondas, 

A favor del avance sinuoso 
Qne pone en coro 

La ondulacion suavisima del cielo 
Sobre su viento 

Con el curso tan dgil de las pampas, 
Qua agudas bogan . . . 

iPrimavera delgada entre tos remos 
De los batquerosl 
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SLENDER SPRING 

When infinite space, without outline, sums 
Up in a cloud 

Its vast indecision, so lightly drifting, 

Where is its shore? 

While the river upon its winding way 
Continues flowing, 

Seeking slantwise, crosswise, most cunning draughtsman. 
Its own solution, 

While the water, tinged a harsh, vivid green, 

Conceals its fishes 

Under the deep and uncertain reflection 
Of a vibrant air . . . 

When the morning gently leads its avenues 
Of tall, slim poplars, 

Thanks to the shimmering, quivering wake 
Between their leafage, 

With the aid of the sinuous progression 
Which harmonizes 

The gentle undulation of the sky 
Above the wind 

With the swiftly moving pace of the splendors 
That briskly sail , . . 

Then spring, slender spring comes between the oars 
Of the rowers! 
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EL CISNE 

El ctsne, furo entre el aite y la onda, 

Tenor de la hhncura, 

Zamhulle el pico diftcil y sonda 
La armonta insegura, 

iGdrrulas aguasl (hvAtil pesquisa 
De miisico relievel 

Picos sin presas recoge la brisa 
Que va tras lo mas leve, 

Quiere despuis con la voz el Esheho 
Desarrollar su curva. 

I Ay, discordante aprendiz, se hd resuelto 
La soledad en turbal 

Pero . . . jCallados los blancosl Sa extrema 
Su acorde: su fanah 

Todo el plumaje dibuja un sistema 
De silencio fatal, 

y el ctsne, pel, a troves de una caltna 
De curso trasparente 

Contempla, muda y remota, su alma: 

Deidad de la corriente. 
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THE SWAN 

The pure swan floating between air and wave, 

A sweet tenor of whiteness, 

Plunges his fastidious and probing bill 
Into the shifting harmony. 

He seeks in vain in the chattering waters 
For a musical ornament, 

But the breeze that lifts only lightest trifles. 
Gathers bills without booty. 

Then the Graceful One wishes with his voice 
To develop his curve, 

Alas, discordant beginner, the solitude 
Has melted to a crowd! 

But when hushed are the white ones, like a crystal 
Covering is the harmony. 

All the plumage portrays a pattern of 
Unavoidable silence. 

And the swan, ever faithful, calmly drifting 
On the transparent water, 

Contemplates his soul, far distant and dumb, 
Deity of the current. 
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EL DlSTRAtDO 

jQiie hien llneve for el no! 

Llueve poco y Itiieve 

Tar? tiernamente 
Qne a veces 

Vaga en torno dc un hoiy?hre la paciencia del musgo, 

A troves de lo hdrnedo 
Punzan, huyev aniagos 
De presagios, 

Amaila todavia por hs tdtUuos 
Teiminos arbolados, 

Ur? hiimo va dihujando 
Yedras. 

ffP ara qiiidn de esta soledad? ^'Para el vids vacante? 
Alguien, 

Alguien espera, 

Y yo voy —^quidn serd?^ por el rio, por un rio 
Recien llovido. 

ffPoT que me mtran tanto 
Los alamos, 

Si apenas los ve mi costumhre? 

En su silencio el ahandono alarga la rama 
Deshahitada. 

Pero flora cartes aim emerge sohre un agua 
De octuire. 
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STRAYING 

See how it lains on ihe river! 

Gently it tains, and 

Rains so tenderly 
That at limes 

Th<3re lingers about a man the patience of the moss. 

Through the moisture there flit 
And prick hints and suggestions 
Of omens. 

With kindly intentions still, through 
The very last woodland boundaries, 

A vapor is sketching 
Ivy. 

For whom is this solitude? For the most leisurely? 
Someone, 

Someone is waiting. 

And I flow— who may it he?— with the river, a river 
Lately freshened by rain. 

Wliy do the poplars so 
Gaze at me, 

If my custom is scarcely to sec them? 

Into the silence the loneliness stretches 
A leafless bough. 

But a gracious flora still emerges from the water 
Of October. 
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Yo for el verde liso 
Voy, 

Voy huscando a los dos 
Aqui perdidosi 

Al fescador atento qne, muy joven, 

De hruces 

En la rihera, nuhes 

Recoge 

De la corriente, distraidas, 

Y al miisico prddigo que, sin mucha fericia, 
For entre las o^Hlas 

Va cantando y dejando las palahras en silabas 
Desnudas y coniinuas. 

La ra ri ra, 

ta ra ri ra, 

la ra ri ra , 
iEntre dientes y lahios 
He de tener al tiempol 

Sin nHrar contemplando, 

Aqut no, mds alld de la mirada 
Si veo. 

[Yo se de un rto en que por la maltana 

Flotan, se cruzan 

Curves 

De mdrgenesi 

Errantes 
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And through the smooth green 
I go. 

1 go seeking for the two 
Who here are lost: 

For the intent young fisherman, who, 

Face downwards 

On the stream's edge, gathers 

Straying clouds 

From the flowing cunent, 

And for the musical prodigal who, without mudi skill, 
Along the river bank 

Goes singing and flinging away words in bare 
Continuous syllables, 

Tra la la la 

tra la la la 

tra la la la . . . 

Between the teeth and the lips 
1 must keep to the time! 

Without looldng, gazing, 

Not here, but beyond the reach of vision 
1 gaze. 

I know of a river on which in the morning 

Float, intercross 

Curving 

Margins! 

Where wanders 
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A punto de no set, iadonde 
Van hs yedras, hacia ijne tones 
De mdie? 

A travh de lo humedo 
Se ahren 

Tiineles con anheh de extramuros: 

Hacia puentes amantes, 

Hacia caminos bajo algiin follaje, 

Hacia refugios 
De lejania en valles. 

iEmheleso tarareadol 

jCdtno sueiia la voz qtte $e titmha en el canto 
Perdido, 

Tan perdido y fluido hacia ensanches de dias 

Sin tindes, resbahdosl 

Lararira, 

latarira, 

lararira . , , 

El curso del rio 
Conduce. 

Las nubes, 

Desmorondndose tranquilas, 

Guardan su lentitud, no se detienen, 

Y me acercan los cielos 

En una sucesion sin pesadumbre 

De etemo firmamento* 
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The ivy at the point of non-exustence, 

Perhaps winding about the lowers 
Of no one? 

Through the moisture 
Open 

Alleys eager to lead away from the town 
Towards loving bridges, 

Towards pathways underneath leafy branches, 

And towards shelters 
Of remoteness in valleys. 

What rapturous carolling! 

How the voice sounds that tumbles into 
The lost song, 

So lost and flowing towards stretches of limitless days, 
Gliding leisurely by! 

Tralalala, 

tralalala, 

tralalala , . . 

The course of the river 
Is guiding. 

The clouds, 

Tranquilly crumbling, 

Keep their slow motion, they do not linger, 

And they draw the sky near to me 
In a lightly passing procession 
Of eternal firmament. 
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jCortasj uTgcntes 

Verticales de Iluvia, haz de apimtes! 

Llueve y no hay ntalicia, 

Llueve* 

Lararira . . . 

Oigo 

Caer las gotas 

-^Que se derraman, sin fuerm de ghhos, 

Sohre hs Ultimas kojas 

CrujidoTOs, 

Alin pendientes del otono» 

En tanto, sucediindose visibles las burbujas, 
El no reiine y ofrace un arrullo 
ContinuOj seguro. 

^Nadie escucha? 

Para mi, para mi todo el amor del ntusgo* 
{Ventura: 

Alma tarareada goza de rto suyol 
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Short pattering, 

Vertical lines of rain, bundle of sketches! 

It rains and there is no malice, 

It rains. 

Tralalala . . . 

I hear 

Tire falling drops 

That scatter, without virtue of globules, 

Over the last rustling leaves 
Of autumn, 

Pendulous and left hanging. 

While following one after one the visible bubbles, 
The river gathers and offers a constant, 

Unfailing lullaby. 

Does no one listen? 

It is for me, for me all the love of the moss. 

What good fortune! 

The carolling soul is enjoying his own river! 
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EL RUISENOR 

por Don huts de Gongora 

El Tuisenor, pavo real 
faciltsimo del fio, 

Unvta su memorial 
Sobre la curva del rto^ 
Ijejos, muy lejos, a un dta 
?arado en su mediodta, 
Donde un ave cannest, 
Cenit de una frimaveta 
fieionda, ferfecta esfera, 
'No responde nunca: st 


perfecci6n 

Queda curvo el fimmmento, 
Compacto azul, sobr^ el dia. 
Es eil redondeamiento 
Del esplendor: mediodta. 
Todo cs cupula. Reposa, 
Central sin querer, la rosa, 

A un sol en cenit sujeta, 

Y tanto se da el presente 
Que el pie caminante siente 
La integridad del planeta. 
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THE NIGHTIISIGALE 

The nightingale, fluent songster, 
A very peacock of trilling, 

Is sending forth his petition 
Over the bend of the river, 

Far, far away, to a day 
Held suspended at noontide, 
Where a bird of glowing crimson, 
Zenith of a perfect spring, 

The completely rounded sphere, 
Never, never answers: yes. 


PERFECTION 

The firmament, a dense blue, 

Is overarching die day. 

Tis the rounding out of splendor, 
Midday. All is curving dome. 

At the centre lies, unwilling, 

The rose, subject to a sun 
At its zenith. And the present 
So yields itself up that the 
Foot that is moving now feels 
The completeness of the planet. 
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LA PALABRA NUCESARIA 

He visto en los jardincs talcs Junios sin hoinbres 
Que 7 ni voz necesita decir, entre los 7tombres 
Celestes de h flora, 

Algnno que al sonar me restititya 

La aurora 

Viohnta, 

Cmndo irrumpe con ramos y hace suya 
La h^z que mas inventa* 

Pido nn nomhre de for que en la memoria anime 
Total y s*w nadie el jardin de Junio sublime. 


i^LGUIEN LLEGy^ A ENTREVER UN PARAISO 

Una pefia silvestre coronada de ardillas 
Sonrie de in/proviso al caminante, 

—(/Mas todavh? 

Riberas, /Oh, fiivadas! Cinco menudas aves 
Ahandonan al cesfed su 'pechezuelo gris, 

-‘I'Ayl (/Sera peligroso lo feliz? 

Innumerdbles en el prado, las ^nargaritas 
Persisten agmyadas, ojrecidas, 

•-Ofrecidas . . . ^ A qtiicn, a mi ventura? 

—Nos amaremos todos, 

—/Principal 

— Ven, escucha. 
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THE NEEDED WORD 

I have iecn such Junes in gardens without people 
That my voice needs must say, among the heavenly 
Names of the flowers, 

One that by its sound may restore to me 
The fiery flush 
Of daybreak, 

When it branches out and makes its own 
The light that discovers all. 

I ask the name of a flower that may bring to life 
in the memory 

The garden of sublime June, entire and without 
the help of any. 


SOME ONE ATTAINS TO A GLIMPSE OF PARADISE 

A moss-covered rock crowned with squirrels 
Smiles suddenly at the wanderer. 

—Is there more? 

River banks. Oh, but private onesi Five tiny birds 
Abandon their little grey breasts to the grass plot. 

—Alas! Would such happiness be a danger? 

In the meadow innumerable daisies 
Are offering themselves in clusters. 

—They are offered ... To whom, to my happiness? 

We shall all love one another. 

—Oh prince! 

—Come, listen! 
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LOS JARDINES 

Tient'po en frofundidad: estd en jardines, 
Mira cdtwo se posa. Ya se ahonda. 

Ya es tuyo su interior* iQue trasparencia 
De muchas tardes, para siempre juntasi 
Si, tu niHez: ya jdhula de fuentes* 


GRAN SILENCIO 

Gran silencio* Se extiende a la redonda 
La infinitud de un dbsoluto raso. 

Una sma sin /in horada el centre. 

Y sin cesar girando cae, cae, 

Ya invisible y znntbon, celeste Circulo, 


AMPLITUD 

Lejos, dbajo, los pinares tienden 
Masas de duracion. Son los oscuros 
Vetdores que—cenidos a la tierra, 

Desde abajo extendiendose—levantan 
La quietud en tensidn de los follajes, 
Prietos* Y densamente duran, verdes 
En su avidez de una amplitud de cima, 

De una cima sin pn a la redonda, 
Mientras cunde y se exalta por sus ctrculos 
Aquel olor a espacio siempre inmenso* 
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GARDENS 

Boundless, immeasurable time is in gardens. 
See how it alights. It penetrates already, 

And now its innermost soul is yours. What 
Transparency of many noons, ever joined! 

Yes, your childhood, now a legend of fountains. 


UTTER SILENCE 

Utter silence. All around there extends 
The infinity of an absolute plain. 

The centre, an abyss endlessly bored. 

And turning, ever turning, invisible, 
Faintly humming, falls the celestial Circle. 


VASTNESS 

(^Castile) 

Down there, in the distance, the pine groves stretch 
Masses of enduring life. And the greens, 

Of sombre hue— hemmed in by the earth, are 
Extending themselves from below—they stir 
The tension of quietness with their dark 
Foliage. And the densely packed greens endure 
In their craving for a vastness of summit, 

A summit without end, girdling, surrounding, 

While there grows and spreads upward through its circles 
That aroma of ever endless space. 
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NOCHE ENCENDIDA 

Tiempo: ^prefieres la noche encendida? 
jQue lentitud, soledad, en tu coltnol 
Bien, radiador, riUsenor del invieTtio, 
fiLa claridad de la Idmpara es breve? 
Cerrd las puertas, El vtundo me cine. 


LA NIEVE 

Lo bianco estd sobre lo verde, 

Y canta. 

Nieve que es fina quiere 
Ser aha, 

Enero se alumbra con nievet si verde, 

Si blanca, 

Que alumbre de dta y de noche la nieve, 

La nieve mds data, 

jfNieve ligera, copo blando? 
jCudnto ardor en masa! 

La nieve, la nieve en las manos 

Y el alma. 

Tan puTo el ardor en lo bianco, 

Tan puro, sin llama. 

La nieve, la nieve hasta el canto 
Se aha, 

Enero se alumbra con nieve silvestre, 
jCudnto ardorl Y canta, 
jLa nieve hasta el canto-^la nieve, la nieve— 
En vuelo arrebatal 
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LIGHTED NIGHT 

Timc—clo you prefer night ^vhcn lights arc Idnclled? 
What leisure, oh solitude, at your height! 

Good, radiator, you nightingale of winter. 

The lamp does not throw its beams very far? 

I pulled the doors close: the world hems me in. 

SNOW 

Over the green lies the white 
And, sings. 

Snow that is fine would like 
To drift high. 

January is alight with snow: or green, 

Or white. 

May it shed light by day and by night, 

The snow most bright. 

Delicate snowflake, feathery snow? 

What fire the drifts hold! 

The snow, the snow in the hands, 

In the soul. 

So pure is the fire ip the white. 

So pure, without flame. 

The snow, the snow up to song 
Would attain. 

January is alight with the slyvan snow. 

What fire! And it sings. 

The snow reaches up to song— the snow, the snow*- 
For flight it is winged! 
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LA SALIDA 

iSalir for finj salir 
A glorias, a rodos, 

(Certera ya la esfera, 

Ya fatales los impetus) 
Resbalar sobre el fresco 
Dorado del estio 
^/Graciasl—hasta oponer 
A las ondas el tino 
Gozoso de los miisctdos 
Subitos del instinto, 

Lanzar, lanzar sin micdo 
Los lujos y los griios 
A trav6s de la aurora 
Central de un paratso, 
Ahogarse en plenitud 
Y renacer clarisimo, 

(jRachas de espacios vir genes, 
Acordes inaudiiosl) 

Feliz, veloz, astral, 

Ligero y sin ainigol 
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DEPARTURE 

Oh, to go forth at last 
To dew-wet dawns and glories— 
Things hoped for now come true 
And impulses unquestioned— 

To stray amid the new-born 
Golden freshness of summer, 
Giving thanks, and to breast 
The waves with joyful skill, 
Loosing unforseen, sudden 
Muscles of the instinct. 

To give voice without fear 
To a profusion of cries, 

Flung athwart the central 
Dawning of a paradise, 

To be drowned in completeness, 
And bom again with brightness— 
Fragments of virgin spaces 
And strange, unheard harmoniefr- 
Blissful, swift, like a star. 

Light as air, without friend! 
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ARENA 

Retumhos, La resaca 
Se desgarra an cmjidos 
Pedregosos, Retumbos, 

Un retroceso arisco 
Se derrumha, se arrastra. 
iMolide en quiebra, gulps 
En fedrea, teson 
En contra! De improviso, 
/Altai 


dPaz? 

y una ala, 
Peqtiefia, cae sin ruido 
Sabre la arena, suave 
De silencio. /Qud alivio, 

Qui sosiegol /Silencio 
De siempre, sientpre antiguo! 
Porque Dios, sin edad, 

Tiene ante si Zos sighs, 

Sobre la arena duran 
Calladamente limpios* 
Retumbe el mar, no importa, 
/El silencio alU mismol 
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SAND 

Resounding booms. The surF 
Draws back its grating stones. 
Hollow> resounding booms. 
With ruthless motion 
It crashes and draws back. 

All softness crushed, a hail 
Of gravel, tenacity 
Against sand! Then suddenly 
Halt! 


Peace? 


A little wave 

Breaks gently, without sound, 

On the sand, smooth with silence. 
What relief, tranquility! 

Silence forever, ever 
Silence from antiquity! 

Because God, ageless one, 

Has before Him the ages. 

On the sand they will endure 
Ever silently pure. 

Let the sea boom, no matter. 
There, even there is silence! 
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FESTIVIDAD 

La acumuhdon triunfal 
En la manana festiva 
Hinche de celeste azul 
La hlancura de la brisa. 
/Florestas, giros, suspires 
En ishs a la derival 
Pies desnudos trazan vados 
Entre todas las orillas 
Que Junio f omenta verdes, 
Liberales y garridas. 

Y los aros de los nlnos 
Fatalmante multipUcan 
Ondas de gracia sohrante, 

Para dioses todavia* 

/Tanta claridad levantan 
Las hoTos de arena fmal 
Los enamorados huscan, 

Buscan una maravilla. 
iQud bien por el rio boganl 
/Al marl Ya el mar los hechiza, 
Peto los cielos difusos 
Luces agudas enviscan. 
Cdhallos corren, caballos 
Perseguidos pot las dichas. 
/Vientos esbeltosi Sus dngeles, 
Que un frescor de costa guia, 
Aman a muchachas blancas, 
Blancas, /pleamar divinal 
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FESTIVITY 

Accumulation triumphant, 

On this morning of festivity, 

Fills with a heavenly blue 
The clear whiteness of tlie breeze. 
Wooded delights, blissful sighs 
On islands adrift in joy! 

Between the long river banbs 
That June quickens to luxuriant 
Green, bare feet pass and repass 
Tracing a ford through the water. 

And children rolling their hoops 
With curving, sinuous motion 
Give an added wave of grace, 

Still more delight for the gods. 

The hours spent on the fine sand 
Stir up so much of splendor 
That lovers roaming the beach 
Seek eagerly for a marvel. 

How good to row on the river! 

To the sea! For now the sea 
Enchants them. But the wide heavens 
Incite brisk lights to the chase. 

Horses run, galloping horses, 

Horses pursued by happiness. 

Slender angels of the winds 
By freshness of scacoast guided, 

Are making love to white maidens, 
Fair maidens, divine high tide! 
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FESTIVIDAD 

La acumulacion triunfal 
En la manana festiva 
Hinche de celeste azul 
La hJancura de la hrisa. 
{Florestas, giroSj sus'piros 
En islas a la derival 
Pies desnudos trazan vados 
Entre todas las orillas 
Que Junto f omenta verdes, 
Liherales y garridas, 

Y los aros Ae los ninos 
Fatalmente multiplican 
Ondas de gracia sohrante, 

Para dioses todavta, 

/Tanta claridad levantan 
Las koras de arena final 
Los enamorados buscan, 

Buscan una maravilla* 
lQu& hien por el rio boganl 
iAl marl Ya el mar los hechiza* 
Pero los cielos diftisos 
Luces agudas enviscan. 
Cflballos corren, caballos 
Perseguidos por las dichas. 
/Vientos esbeltosl Sus Angeles, 
Que un frescor de costa guia, 
Aman a muchachas hlancas, 
Blancas, jpleamar divinal 
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FESTIVITY 

Accumulation triumphant. 

On this moming of festivity, 

Fills with a heavenly blue 
The clear whiteness of the breeze. 
Wooded delights, blissful sighs 
On islands adrift in joy! 

Between the long river banls 
That June quickens to luxuriant 
Green, bare feet pass and repass 
Tracing a ford through the water. 

And children rolling their hoops 
With curving, sinuous motion 
Give an added wave of grace, 

Still more delight for the gods. 

The hours spent on the fine sand 
Stir up so much of splendor 
That lovers roaming the beach 
Seek eagerly for a marvel. 

How good to row on the river! 

To the seal For now the sea 
Enchants them. But the wide heavens 
Incite brisk lights to the chase. 

Horses run, galloping horses, 

Horses pursued by happiness. 

Slender angels of the winds 
By freshness of scacoast guided. 

Are making love to white maidens, 
Fair maidens, divine high tide! 



150 


contemporary SPANISH POETRY 


Pleamar tamhien del mar 
Corvo de animal delicia\ 
Obstinacidn de qtierencia, 
Tumos de monotonia, 

Pero en dfice de crisis 
Que tiende cheques en chispas 
Al azul, aunque celeste, 
Vivacisimo en la brisa, 

/jahilo, jiibilo, jAbilol 
Y rinde todas sus cimas 
— / Fwerzfl de festividadl^ 

Todo el resplandor del dta^ 
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And high tide of the arched sea 
With its animal delight, 

Persistent homing instinct, 
Monotonous alternation. 

But that at the height of crisis 
Flings upward sparks from the impacts 
To the intense, vivid blue 
That is heavenly in the breeze* 
Jubilation, jubilationi 
All the radiance of the day 
Sunenders its utmost heights 
In a wild riot of festivity. 
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ARDOR 

Ardor. Cometines suemn 
Tercos, y en las sonihras chisfos 
Estallan, Huele a un metal 
Envolvente. Moles. Vibrant 
Extramuros despoblados 
En torno a casas henchidas 
De reclusidn y de siesta. 

En St la luz se encarniza. 
ffPara qui4n el sol? Se juntan 
Los suenos de las avispas. 
flQtiedard el ardor a solas 
Con la tarde? Paz vacia: 

Cielo abandonado al cielo, 

Sin un testigo, sin Unea, 

Pero sohrc tm redondel 
Cae de repente y se fija, 
Pedonda, compacta, muda, 

La expectacidn. Ni respira. 
iQua despejadq lo azul, 

Que gravitacion tranquilal 
Y en el silancio sc cierne 
La unanhnidud del dia, 

Que ante el toro estupefacto 
Se reconccntra aniarilh. 
i Ardor: reconcentracidn 
De espUitus cn sus dtchasl 
Bajo Agosto van los seres 
Profundizdndose en minas. 


JORGE GUILLEN 


153 


ARDOR 

Fervid heat. Comets sound harshly, 
And in the deep shadows sparks 
Burst forth. An odor of all- 
Enveloping metal. Masses. 

Empty suburbs are vibrating 
Round houses filled over-full 
Of seclusion and siesta. 

Relentless light faces light. 

For whom is the sun? The dreams 
Of the wasps mingle and blend. 

Will the heat continue alone 
With the noontide? Empty peace: 
Sky is abandoned to sky 
Without a witness or limit. 
Suddenly a feeling of 
Expectation falls over the 
Arena, it settles down 
Mute, compact. Nor does it breathe. 
How unobstructed the blue, 

How tranquil the weight of gravity! 
And in the silence is soaring 
The full accord of the day. 

That before the stupefied bull 
Is massed on the sand in yellow. 
Fervid heat: a concentration 
Of spirits on their own happiness! 
Burrowing deep under August 
Beings are exploring mines, 
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fCalientes minas del ser, 
Calientes de ser! Se ahincan, 
Se ohstinan frofundamente 
Masas en hloques, /Canicula 
De hloques iltminados, 
Plenarios, para m&s vidal 
•^Todo en el ardor va a ser, 
Amor, lo que mas seria. 

/Ser mds, ser lo mds y ahora, 
Alzarme a la maravilla 
Tan mia, que estd aqui ya, 
Que me rigel La luz guia. 


JORGE GUILLEN 


155 


The glowing mines of their being, 
Glowing for being! And masses 
Persistently urge, compress 
Themselves into blocks. Dog days 
Of fiery, lighted blocks, 

Replete, to give more of life^ 

Love, all will be in the ardor, 

That which should be more.— To be 
More, and to be the. most now, 

To mount up to the marvel 
So mine, that 'ds here already, 

It commands me! The light leads. 
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fCalientes minus del ser, 
Calientes de serl Se ahincan, 
Se obstinan frofundamente 
Musas en hloqnes. /Canicula 
De bloques ihminados, 
Plenaries, para mas vidal 
— Todo en el ardor va a ser. 
Amor, lo que mas seria. 

/Ser mds, ser lo mds y ahora, 
Alzarme a la maravilla 
Tan mia, que estd aqui ya, 
Que me rigel La luz guia. 
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The glowing mines of their being, 
Glowing for being! And masses 
Persistently urge, compress 
Themselves into blocks. Dog days 
Of fiery, lighted blocks, 

Replete, to give more of life! 

Love, all will be in the ardor, 

That which should be more.— To be 
More, and to be the most now, 

To mount up to the marvel 
So mine, that 'ds here already, 

It commands me! The light leads. 
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LAS DOCE EN EL RELOJ 

Dije: /Todo ya plenol 
Un alamo vihrd. 

Las hojas plateadas 
Sonaron con amor. 

Los verdcs etan grises, 

El amor era soh 
Entonces, mediodta, 

Un pdjaro sumid 
Su cantor en el viento 
Con ial adoracion 
Qw sc sintid caniada 
Bajo el viento la flor 
Crecida entre las mieses, 
Mas alias. Era yo, 

Centro en aquel instante 
De tanto alrededor, 

Quien lo veia todo 
Completo para un dios, 

Dije: Todo, completo, 

}Las doce en el reloji 
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TWELVE BY THE CLOCK 

I said: All is complete! 

As an aspen tree quivered, 

Its slender, silvered leaves 
Murmured gently with love. 
The green leaves were the grey, 
And love, it was the sun. 

Tlien, at the height of midday, 
A bird submerged his song, 
Sank it into the wind 
With such true adoration 
That the flower, growing midst 
Tallest wheat, heard the song 
In the wind, knew it was 
Meant for her. It was I, 

At that moment, the centre 
Of so much around me, 

Who was seeing that all 
Was complete for a god. 

1 said: All is complete. 

It is twelve by the dock! 





G erardo DIEGO was bom in Santander in 1896. Studying 
r Philosophy and Letters with the Jesuits and at the Universities 
of Salamanca and Madrid, he obtained his doctorate in the latter 


university. He has been professor of Literature in the Institutes of Soria, 
Gij6n, Santander and Madrid. In 1918 he began to write, and his 
Versos humanos gained the Premia Nacioital de Liieratura in 1924. 
Because of his knowledge and his interest in poetry, literature and music 
he has delivered many lectures on these subjects in various cities of 
Spain and South America, and in 1934 he was sent by the Spanish 
government on a cultural mission to the Philippine Islands. He is a com- 
petent critic and has published an excellent anthology of contemporary 
Spanish poetry. In his taste he has been influenced by some of the 
classical writers, especially Lope de Vega, and by his contemporaries, 
Juan Larrea and Vincente Huidobro of Chili. He took part in the origi- 
nal tdtraista movement and has direct connections with creacionismo. 


His love for painting, and particularly for music, has left its mark on 
his poetry. 

Angel Valbuena Prat says of Gerardo Diego: "Two aspects are 
observed in his work: the human, his love for the landscape of Gasdle— 
especially the fields of Soria; . . . and the phase of the creacionista 
poem, of the arbitrary solution, of the conscious elaboration of language, 
of form. , . . This second a^ct is without doubt the most interest- 
ing. . . • His books carry us £om'a juvenile jingling of bells ... to a 
constructive architectural security and a harmonious agreement between 
lyric passion and shaped form . . . Diego demands a new ' genesis ’ out 
of the ruins, with the used-up materials of the old literary world. The 
expression is typical of these pasteboard and geometric poems in which 
a new coordination of the poet explains the disconcerting eEect, at times, 
of the whole . . . The success (S this system lies in deep poetic intui^ 
tion, and, because Diego is a true lyricist, a multitude of expressions and 
poems attain a prophetic beauty ... If Imagen is all vivid color and 
vibrant music, grey tones and architectonic feeling predominate in 
Manuel de espumas • . . Here a still-life of Picasso has teen substituted 
for the ' Jardins sous la pluie * of Imagen** 


Books of poetry published: £1 rotnancero de la novia, Madrid, 1920; 
Imagen, Madrid, 1922; Sona, Valladolid, 1923; Manuel de esputnas, 
Madrid, 1924; Versos humanos, Madrid, 1925; Fdbula de Equis y Zeda, 
Mexico, 1932; Poemas adrede, Mexico, 1932; Angeles de Compostela, 
Madrid, 1940; Alondra de verdad, Madrid, 1941 and 1943; Primera 
antologia, Buenos Aires, X941, Second edition, Madrid, 1942; Romances 
0x918-1941), Madrid, 1941; Poemas adrede (first complete edition), 
Madrid, 1943; El romancero de la novia, Iniciales (First complete edi- 
tion), Madrid, 1944; La sorpresa^^Cancionero de Sentaraille, Madrid, 

1944* 
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TREN 

Venid conmigo 

Cada estacidn es un foco de nido 
El alma llora porqtie se ha perdido 
Yo ella 

como do$ 

golondrinas paralelas 

Y arriha una bandada da estrellas mensajeras 
El olvtdo 

deposita sus hojas 

en todos los caminos 

Sangre Sangre da aurora 

Pero no as mas qua agua 

Agitando los drbolas 
llueven 

Uneven ^lancios 

ahorcados de las ramas 


Imagen 
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THE TRAIN 
Come with me 


Every station is somewhat of a nest 
The soul is weeping for it has lost its way 
1 she 


like two 

parallel swallows 

And above us a flock of messenger stars 
Oblivion 

is shedding its leaves 

on all pathways 

Blood Blood of the dawn 

But it is nought but water 

The trees stirring 
rain 

they rain down silences 

hanged from the branches 
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ANGELUS 

Sentado en el colutnpio 
el dngelus donnita 

Enmudecen los astros y los frutos 

Y los homhres heridos 
pasean sus surtidores 
como delfines Uricos 

Otros mas agohiados 
con los rios al homhro 
peregrinan sin llamar en las posadas 

La vida es un 4nico verso intermindble 

Nadie llegd a su fin 

Nadie sabe que el ctelo es un jardin 

Olvido 

El dngelus ha fallecido 

Con la guadafta ensangrentada 
un segador cantando se alejaha 


Imagen 
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THE ANGELUS 

^ Seated in the swing 
the Angelus dozes 

The stars and the fruits keep silence 

And the wounded men 
parade their fountains 
like lyrical dolphins 

Others more weighted down 
with rivers on their shoulders 
roam around without knocking at the inns 

Life is a single interminable line of verse 

No one has reached its end 

No one knows that heaven is a garden 

Oblivion 

The Angelus has died 

With his scythe stained in blood 
a reaper moves away singing 
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ANGELUS 

Sentado en el columpio 
el dngelus dormlta 

Enmudecen las astros y los frutos 

Y los homhres heridos 
pasean sus surtidores 
como delfines Uricos 

Otros mds agohiados 
con los rios al hontbro 
peregrinan sin llamar en las posadas 

La vida es un iinico vbtso intennindble 

Nadie llego a su fin 

Nadie sake que el cielo es un jardin 

Olvido 

El dngelus ha fallecido 

Con la guadafia ensangrentada 
un segador cantando se aLejciba 


Imogen 
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THE ANGELUS 

Seated in the swing 
the Angelus dozes 

The stars and the fruits keep silence 

And the wounded men 
parade their fountains 
like lyrical dolphins 

Others more weighted down 
with rivers on their shoulders 
roam around without knocking at the inns 

Life IS a single interminable line of verse 

No one has reached its end 

No one knows that heaven is a garden 

Oblivion 

The Angelus has died 

With his scythe stained in blood 
a reaper moves away singing 
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ESTETICA 

Estribillo Estribillo Estribillo 

El canto mds perfecto es el canto del grillo 

Paso a faso 

se asciende hasta el Parnaso 
Yo no quiero las alas de Pegaso 

Dejadme auscultar 
el friso sonoro que fluye la ftiente 

Los pallilos de mis dedos 
repiquetean ritmos riintos ritmos 
en el tcmboril del cerebro 

Estribillo Estribillo Estribillo 

El canto mds perfecto es el canto del grillo 

hnagen 


BANDEJA 

Nada mds 
Dejar la cdbeza 
sobre la mesilla 

Y dormir con el sueHo de Holofemes 


hnagen 
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AESTHETICS 

Refrain Refrain Refrain 

The cricket sings the most perfect song again and again 

Step by step 

we mount up to Parnassus 
I do not desire the wings of Pegasus 

Allow me to listen 

to the sweet sounding frieze that Bows 
from the fountain 

The drumsticks of my fingers 
tap rhythms rhythms rhythms 
on the drum of my brain 

Refrain Refrain Refrain 

The cricket sings the most perfect song again and again 


THE TRAY 

Nothing more 
To lay one's head 
on the table 

And sleep the sleep of Holofemes 
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COLVMPIO 

A cdballo en el quicio del mundo 
un sonadoT jugaha al si y al no 

Las Iluvias de colores 
emigrahan al fais de los amoves 

Bandades de flores 
Flores de si flores de no 

CuchiUos en el aire 
que le rasgan las carnes 
fonnan un puente 

Si No 


Cahalga el sonador 
Pdjaros arlequines 

canton el si canton el no 


Imogen 
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SEESAW 

Astride the pivot of the world 
a dreamer played at yes and no 

Copious rains of colors 

were migrating to the land of loves 

Brilliant flocks of flowers 
Flowers of yes Flowers of no 

Knives in the air 
which rip up his flesh 
form a bridge 

Yes No 


The dreamer keeps riding 
while harlequin birds 

Sing yes 


Sing no 
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MOVIMIENTO PERPETUO 

No canta el agua en la rueda 
que se murid en la alameda 

La luna ahre la sombrilla 
camino de la alameda 

La sortija La sortija 

Dome la mano dice mi hija 

El agua muerta no canta 
La luna llora en mi garganta 

Toclos los jjdjaros piden Hmosna 

En mi garganta rueda la rueda 
El agua ha inuerio en la alameda 

El agua ha mterto hija 
La enterrardn en una sortija 


Imagen 
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CLOUDS 

I shepherd of boulevards 

was setting loose the benches 
and seated on the flowing banks of the sidewalk 
I was allowing my scholar sheep to roam 

All had come to an end 
My portfolio 

the only foliage of winter 
and the news*stand well anchored amidst the foam 

1 was thinking of beds idly drifting always fresh 
in order to smoke my verses and number the stars 

I was thinking of my clouds 

warm waves of the sky 
that seek a dwelling place without ceasing to fly 

1 was thinking of the folds of the fair mornings 
contrarywise from my handkerchief pressed awry 

But in order to fly 

'tis essential the sun should oscillate 

and that in our hand should turn the celestial globe 

All things different are 

My dancmg heart aquiver simulates a star 

and such the fever and the electricity 

that with glowing heat it lights the Leyden jar 

Neither does the rustic tower 

divide and distribute the winds slowly revolving 

nor do my petulant hands milk the close packed hours 
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Hay que esperar el desfile 
de las horrascas y las profectas 
Hay que esperar qw nazca de la lunct 
el pdjaro mestas 

Todo tiene que llegar 

El oleaje del cine es igual que el del mar 
Los dias lejanos cruzan pot la pantalla 
Banderas nunca vistas perfuman el espacio 
y el teldfono trae ecos de hatalla 

Las olas dan la vuelta al mundo 

Ya no hay exphradores del polo y del estrecho 

y de una enfermedad desconocida 

$e mueren las turistas 

la guia sohre el pecho 

Las olas dan la vuelta al mundo 

Yo me iria con ellas 

Ellas todo lo han visto 

No retoman jamas ni vuelven la caheza 

ahnohadas dehuciadas y sandalias de Cristo 

Dejadme recostado etemainente 

Yo jumare mis versos y llevare mis nuhes 
por todos los caminos de la tierra y del cielo 
Y cuando vuelva el sol en su cdhallo hlanco 
mi lecho equilihrado alzard el vuelo 

Manuel de espumas 
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We must await the procession 
of the tempests and the prophetic word 
We must wait until of the moon is bom 
the Messianic bird 

All things must come to me 

The motion of the movie is like surge of the sea 
Days in the remote distance pass across the screen 
The telephone wires bring to us echoes of battle 
and space is made fragrant by banners never seen 

Waves make the tour of the world 

There are no longer explorers of pole and of strait 

and of an unknown sickness 

the tourists die guide book 

on the breast a dead weight 

Waves make the tour of the world 
I would go wdth them 
They have seen all 

and they never come back nor turn their head 
dispossessed pillows and sandals of Christ 

Leave me forever reclining 

I shall smoke my verses and bear away my clouds 
through all the pathways of earth and to heaven's height 
And when the sun returns upon his snow-white courser 
my bed delicately poised will take off for flight 
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Yiay que esperar el desple 
de las borrascas y las profecias 
Hay que esperar que nazca de la lunaf 
el pdjaro mestas 

Todo item que llegar 

El oleaje del cine es igual que el del mar 
Los d/as lejanos cruzan pot la pantalla 
Banderas nunca vistas perfuman el espacio 
y el teldfono true ecos de hatalla 

Las olas dan la vuelta al mundo 

Ya no hay exploradores del polo y del estrecho 

y de una enfermedad desconocida 

se mueren los turistas 

la guia sobre el pecho 

Las olas dan la vuelta al mundo 

Yo me iria con ellas 

Ellas todo la han visto 

No retoman jamds ni vuelven la cciheza 

ahnohadas dehuciadas y sandalias de Cristo 

Dejadme recostado etemamente 

Yo fumare mis versos y llevare mis nuhes 
par todos los caminos de la tierra y del cielo 
Y cuando vuelva el sol en su caballo bianco 
mi lecho equilibrado alzard el vuelo 

Manuel de espumas 
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We must await the procession 
of the tempests and the prophetic word 
We must wait until of the moon is born 
the Messianic bird 

All things must come to me 

The motion of the movie is like surge of the sea 
Days in the remote distance pass across the screen 
The telephone wires bring to us echoes of battle 
and space is made fragrant by banners never seen 

Waves make the tour of the world 

There are no longer explorers of pole and of strait 

and of an unknown sickness 

the tourists die guide book 

on the breast a dead weight 

Waves make the tour of the world 
1 would go with them 
They have seen all 

and they never come back nor turn their head 
dispossessed pillows and sandals of Christ 

Leave me forever reclining 

I shall smoke my verses and bear away my clouds 
through all the pathways of earth and to heaven^s height 
And when the sun returns upon his snow-white courser 
my bed delicately poised will take off for flight 





Federico Garcia Forca 

ill 

F ederico GARCIA LORCA was bom m Granada in 1^9 Q) 
of well-to-do and cultured parents, and his childhood was passed in 
the country. He studied LawJ^hilosophy and Letters in the Uni- 
versities of Granada and Madrid, and took his degree in Law in Granada'' 
in 1923. When he went to Madrid in 1919, his attractive personality 
and his talents, literary, musical and artistic, won for him friends among 
the best writers of Spam who congregated there. In iga j^h e put on his 
first play and brought out his first book of poems, and from then on to 
1929 he published the books that proved him to he a great and original 
poet. 

At an early age he learned to play the piano, and his great love for 
music was fostered and refined by the fatherly interest of the composer, 
Manuel de EalJa. Through him he to know the best modem 

music and also the Cante jondo or Deep Song, the oldest and most 
characteristic type of Andalusian folk-music. Garcia Lorca transcribed 
and harmonized ballads and popular songs. He also had great facility in 
s ketch ing and pagtmg, and in his work was exhibited in Barcelona. 

In 1929 he went to New York and his stay there of a few months 
bore fruit in his book, Poeta en Nueva York. From there he went to 
Cuba. On his return to Spain he became director, with Eduardo Ugaite, 
of La Barraca a travelling theatre which gave classical and modern plays 
acted by university students. In 1933 he went to Buenos Aires where he 
directed representations of his own plays and the Spanish classics. There 
he met with very marked success, and he returned to Madrid with a 
feeling of confidence and gratification. In August 1936 he was full of 
enthusiasm and plans for the future. Although he taken no part in 
the Civil^ War, it was in this month that he fell, one of its ead^gstsdaims. 
^^illiam Carlos Williams writes of Federico Garcia Lorca: There has 
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always seemed to be a doubt in the minds of Spaniards that their native 
metres were subtle enough, flexible enough to bear modem stresses. But 
Lorca, aided by the light of Twentieth-Century thought, discovered in 
the old forms the very essence of to-day. Reality, immediacy; by the 
vividedness of the image invoicing the mind to start awake. This pecu- 
lMriy~modern maSnic Lorca found ready to his hand. He took up the 
tradition, and in a more congenial age worked witli it, as others had 
not been able to do, until be forced it— without borrowing— to carry on 
as it had come to him, intact through the ages, warm, unencumbered by 
draperies of imitative derivation— the world again under our eyes/' 
^«"^gel Valbuena Prat says; " The Romancero gitano has extraordinary 
value in the history of Spanish lyric poetry . , . Lorca not only perceives 
that the ballad is a form that can always be used for popular expression, 
but be injects into it images, expressions, repetitions, a whole ri di gamut 
of col or, of music, of expressive and ori^ ml vocabidary, Throughout all 
the ballads the intuitions are surprising, beyond all limits of explanation 
definition . . . Federico Garcia Lorca is the great interpreter of the 
collective soul of the [Spanish] people.” 

.♦^J^riting of Lpr ^^Ai^gel^^^iyo says: ” His poetic world is condi- 
tioned by that artistic capacity to gather the waves of the immediate and 
^ transform them into essence, not intellective but sensory. It is for that 
reason, from the point of view of die mind, an elemental world, but 
complex and profound, within its elementarincss: the childlike, charm of 
and of feeling, elemental passions, love and instinct. And as a back- 
ground for all, Nature, never nature formerly made idea or method as 
^in the classic, nor the disordered reflection of the subjective or the 
shelter of peace as in the romantic, but resolved into its component parts 
in infinite variety, which on being expressed produces, in its turn, a most 
varied gradation of feelings— from tenderness for the small, grass, brook, 
animal or plant, to the pagan breath of his rural tragedies or the moon- 
light nocturnes so abundant in his poetry. Often it appears stylized, in a 
minor key, but we do not believe that the Lorca of the jests, of the songs 
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and musical arabesques, although at times he may be the finest and most 
real, gives us all the measure of his creative povt^er. 

The natural, direct and vital feebng that his inspiration reveals had 
to be translated into dynamic and dramatic lyricism, whose ultimate 
motivation brings us into the presence of Death. In it we recognize the 
great theme of Lorca’s poetiy, his constant obsession, even when delicate 
grace of rhythm and of image or of irony male us forget it.” 

Books of poetry published: Libro de poeinas, Madrid 1921; Cancionei, 
Malaga, 1927, Madrid, 1929; Romancero gitano, Madrid, 7928; Poesias 
sueltas, New York, 1930; Poema del cante jondo, Madrid, 1931; Oda a 
Whitman, Mexico, 1933; Llanto por Ignacio Sanchez Mejias, 
Madrid, 1935; Poeta en Nueva York, Mexico, 1940; Okras completas, 
Buenos Aires, 1940. 



CONTEMPOKAUY SPANISH POETRY 


xSz 


CANCION DE ]imTE 

Cordoha, 

Lejam y sola. 

Jaca negra, luna grande 
y acehunas en mi alforja. 
Aunque sepa los caminos 
yo nunca llegar6 a Cordoha. 

For el llano, for el viento, 
jaca negra, luna roja, 
la muerte me estd mirando 
desde las torres de Cordoha. 

jAy qud camino tan largol 
jAy mi jaca valerosal 
/Ay qua la muerte me espera, 
antes de llegar a Cordohal 

Cdrdoha. 

Lejava y sola. 

Libro de poemas 
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RIDER'S SONG 
C6rdoba. 

Distant and lonely. 

Black my pony, full the moon 
and olives stowed in my saddle-bags. 
Though well I may know the way 
ril never arrive at C6rdoba. 

Across the plain, through the wind, 
black my pony, red the moon, 
stark death is staring at me 
from the tall towers of C6rdoba. 

Alas, how long is the wayl 
Alas, for my brave black pony! 

Alas, stark death awaits me 
before I arrive at C6rdoba! 

C6rdoba, 

Distant and lonely. 
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ROMANCE SONAMBULO 

Verde que te quiero verde. 

Verde viento. Verdes ramas. 

El harco sobre la mar 
y el caballo en la montana. 

Con la sowbra en la cintura 
ella suena en su baranda, 
verde came, pelo verde, 
con ojos de frta flata, 

Verde que te quiero verde. 

Bajo la luna gita^ta, 
las cosas la estdn mirando 
y ella no fuede mirarlas. 

Verde que te quiero verde. 

Grandes estrellas de escarcha 
vienen con el fez de sombra 
que abre el cantino del alba. 

La higuera frota su viento 
con la Uja de sus ramas, 
y el monte, gato garduno, 
eriza sus pitas agrias. 

Pero ffquien vendrd? /Y for ddnde . . • ? 
Ella sigue en su baranda, 
verde came, felo verde, 
sofiando en la mar amarga. 

^Compadre, quiero catnbiar 
mi caballo por su casa, 
mi montura por su espejo, 
mi cuchillo por su manta. 
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BALLAD WALKING IN SLEEP 

Green, oh I want you green. 

Green wind and green the blanches. 

The ship upon the sea 

and the horse on the mountain. 

With shade at her girdle, 

she dreams at her railing, 

green her flesh, green her hair, 

and her eyes of cold silver. 

Green, oh I want you green. 

Under the gipsy moon, 
things aic gazing at her, 
she cannot gaze at them. 

Green, oh I want you green. 

Shining stars of white frost 
come with the fish of shadow 
opening the way of dawn. 

The fig tree rubs its wind 
with rough bark of its branches, 
the mountain, thieving cat, 
stretches out its sharp cactus. 

But who will come? From where , . . ? 
She is still at her railing, 
green her flesh, green her hair, 
dreaming of bitter sea. 

—My father, I would exchange 
my good horse for her house, 
my saddle for her mirror, 
my sharp knife for her blanket. 
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Compadre, vengo sartgrando, 
desde Jos fuertos de CaJjra. 
—Si yo fiidiera, viocito, 
este trato se cerraha. 

Pero yo ya no soy yo, 
ni mi casa es ya mi casa, 
--Compadre, quiet o inorir 
decentemente en ml cama, 

De acero, si puede set, 
con las sdhanas de holanda. 
^‘No ves la herida qua tango 
desde el pecho a la garganta? 
^Trescientas rosas morenas 
lleva tu pechera hlanca* 

Tu sangre reztma y huele 
alrededor de tu jaja. 

Pero yo ya no soy yo, 
ni mi casa es ya mi casa. 
--Dejadme siihh al menos 
hasta las alias harandas; 
jDejadme suhirl, dejadme, 
hasta las verdes harandas. 
Barandales de la luna 
pot donde retmtha el agua. 

Ya suben los dos compadres 
hacia las alias harandas. 
Dejando un rastro de sangre. 
Dejando un rastro da Ugrimas. 
Temblaban en los tejados 
{arolillos de hojalata. 

Mil pandaros de cristal 
herian la madrugada. 
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My father, I come bleeding 
from the passes of Cabra. 
—Were I able, young fellow, 
this deal here would be settled. 
But I am I no longer, 
nor is my house now mine. 

—My father, I would die 
decently in my bed. 

Of steel, if it may be, 
with the sheets of fine linen. 
Do you not see the wound 
from my breast to my neck? 
—Three hundred dark red roses 
are on your snow white shirt, 
the warm blood oozes out 
round the swathes of your sash. 
But I am 1 no longer, 
nor is my house now mine. 
—Let me at least go up 
as far as the high railings; 
let me, let me go up, 
as far as the green railings. 
Balustrades of the moon 
through which water resounds. 

Now the two comrades climb 
up towards the high railings. 
Leaving a trail of blood. 

Leaving a trail of tears* 

On the roof tops were trembling 
little lanterns of tin. 
Tambourines of crystal by 
thousands wounded the dawn. 
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Verde que te qttiero verde, 
verde viento, verdes ramas, 

Los dos compadres subieron, 

El largo viento dcjaha 
en la boca un raro gusto 
^de hiel, de menta y albahaca, 
jCompadrel lD6nde estd^ ditwe, 
ddnde estd tu nina aniarga? 
fCudntas veces te esperdl 
/Cudntas veces te esperara, 
cara fresca, negro pelo, 
en esta verde baranda! 

Sobre el rostro del alpha 
se mecia la gitana. 

Verde came, peJo verde, 
con ojos da frta plata, 

Un cardmbano de hina 
la sostiene sobre el agua. 

La noche se puso intima 
coma una pequena plaza* 
Guardias civlles borrachos 
en la puerta golpeaban* 

Verde que te qiiiero verde* 
Verde viento* Verdes ramas* 

El barco sobre la mar, 

Y el caballo en la montana* 


Romancero gitano 
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Green, oh I want you green, 
green wind and green the branches. 
The two comrades climbed up. 

The long, long wind was leaving 
in the mouth a strange taste 
of gall, mint and sweet basil. 

—My father, tell me where, 
where is your bitter daughter? 
—How often she waited for youl 
Oh, how often had she waited, 
fresh young face and black hair, 
standing at this green railing ! 

Above the cistern's surface 
the gipsy girl was swaying. 

Green her flesh, green her hair 
and her eyes of cold silver. 

An icicle of the moon 
upheld her on the water. 

Then the night became homely 
as a little town square. 

The drunken civil guards 
were knocking at the door. 

Green, oh I want you green. 

Green wind and green the branches. 

The ship upon the sea, 

and the horse on the mountain. 
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ROMANCE DE LA GLIARDIA 
CIVIL ESPANOLA 

Los cahallos negros sow. 

Las henadwas son negras, 

Sohre las cayas relucen 
inanchas de tinta y de cera. 
Tienen, for eso no Horan, 
de plomo las calaveras. 

Con el alma de charol 
vienen por la carretera, 
Jorohados y nocittrnos, 
por donde animan ordenan 
silendos de goma oscura 
y micdos de fina arena, 

Pasan, si qtiieren pasar, 
y ocnltan en la caheza 
nna vaga astronomia 
de phtolas inconcretas, 

fOh cttidad de los g^tanosl 
En las esquinas, handeras. 

La luna y la calahaza 
con las guindas en conserva, 
jO chidad de los gitanosi 
Ciudad de dolor y almizcle, 
con las torres de canela. 

Cuando llegaha la noche, 
noche que noche nochera, 
los gitanos en sus fraguas 
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BALLAD OF THE SPANISH 

CIVIL GUARD 

Black, all black are their horses 
and black also their horseshoes. 
Over their dark cloaks glisten 
spots of ink and of wax. 

Their skulls are skulls of lead, 
for this they cannot weep. 

With soul of patent leather 
down the road they come riding. 
Hunchbacked and nocturnal, 
where they move they evoke 
silences of dark rubber 
and dread fears of fine sand. 

They pass, if pass they will, 
and hidden in their noddles 
is a misty astronomy 
of immaterial pistols. 

Oh city of the gipsies! 

At the corners are banners. 

The pumpkin and the moon 
with preserved mazard berries. 

Oh city of the gipsies! 

City of grief and musk, 
with tall towers of cinnamon. 
When the night was approaching, 
night, the night that was darksome, 
the gipsies in their founderies 



190 


CONTKMfOttAHY S1>ANISU POHrUY 


ROMANCE DE LA GUARDIA 
CIVIL ESPANOLA 

Los cahallos negros son. 

Las herradwas son negras. 

Sobre las capas rclucen 
•tnanchas de tinta y de cera. 
Tienen, for eso no Horan, 
de ploino las calaveras. 

Con el alma de charol 
vienen por la carretera. 
Jorobados y nocturnos, 
pot donde animan ordenan 
silenctos de govna oscwra 
y miedos de fina arena. 

Pasan, si qitieren pasar, 
y ociiltan en la caheza 
nna vaga astronomia 
de pistolas inconcretas, 

/0/z chidad de los gitanos! 

En las esquinas, banderas. 

La hina y la calabaza 
con las guindas en conserva. 

;0 chidad de los gitanosl 
Ciudad de dolor y almizcle, 
con las torres de canela. 

Cuando llegaha la noche, 
noche que noche nochera, 
los gitanos en sus fraguas 
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BALLAD OF THE SPANISH 
CIVIL GUARD 

Black, all black are their horses 
and black also their horseshoes. 
Over their dark cloaks glisten 
spots of ink and of wax. 

Their skulls are skulls of lead, 
for this they cannot weep. 

With soul of patent leather 
down the road they come riding. 
Hunchbacked and nocturnal, 
where they move they evoke 
silences of dark rubber 
and dread fears of fine sand. 

They pass, if pass they will, 
and hidden in their noddles 
is a misty astronomy 
of immaterial pistols. 

Oh city of the gipsies! 

At the comers are banners. 

The pumpkin and the moon 
with preserved mazard berries. 

Oh city of the gipsies! 

City of grief and musk, 
with tall towers of cinnamon. 
When the night was approaching, 
night, the night that was darksome, 
the gipsies in their founderies 
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forjahan soles y flechas, 

Lin cahallo vjalhcrido 
llamaha a todas hs pnertas. 
Gallos de vtdrio cantahan 
por Jerez de la Frontera, 

El viento vuelve desnndo 
la esquina de la sorpresa, 
en la noche platinoche, 
noche que noche nochera. 


La Virgen y San Jose 
perdieron stcs castanuelas, 
y huscan a los gitanos 
para vet si las encueniran. 

La Virgen viene vestida 
con un traje de alcdldesa, 
de papal de chocolate 
con los collares de ahiendras* 
San Jos6 inueve los hrazos 
bajo una capa de scda» 

Detrds va Pedro Doviecq 
con tres sultanes de Persia. 

La media luna sonaba 
un dxtasis de cigiiena. 
Estandartes y faroles 
invaden las azoteas. 

Por los espejos sollozan 
hailarinas sin caderas. 

Agua y sotnbra, soinbra y agua 
por Jerez de la Frontera. 
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were forging suns and arrows. 

Badly wounded, a horse 
at all tire gates was knocking. 

Cocks of crystal were crowing 
at Jerez of the wine cellars. 

The naked wind is turning 
the comer of surprise 
on the night, silver night, 
night, the night that is darksome. 

The Virgin and Saint Joseph 
have lost their castanets, 
and they look for the gipsies 
to see if they can find them. 

The Virgin comes dressed in 
the gown of a mayor's wife, 
made of glittering tinsel, 
with a necklace of almonds. 

Saint Joseph struts past pompously, 
wearing a cloak of silk 
Behind walks Pedro Domecq 
(the great merchant of wines), 
with three sultans of Persia, 

The crescent moon was dreaming 
of an ecstasy of storks. 

Banners and lanterns deck 
the flat roofs of the houses. 
Dancers, slender and hipless, 
wander sobbing through mirrors. 
Nought but water and shadow 
at Jerez of the wine cellars. 
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jOh chidad de Jos gilaiwsi 
En las esquinas, haiuloas, 
Afaga Hts verdes luces 
qtie vicne hi heuevitiita. 
jOh ciudad de los gitanos! 
ffQuiin te vid y m te rcci4erda? 
Dejadla lejos del nmr, 
sin veines ^ara sits crenchas. 

Avanzan de dos en {ondo 
a la ciudad de la pesta, 

Un minor de siemprevivas 
invade las cartucheias. 

Avanzan de dos en jondo, 

Doble nocturno de tela, 

El cielOf se las antoja 
una vitrina de espnclas. 

La ciudad, lihre de miedo, 
multiplicaha sus puertas. 
Cuarenta gtiardias civiles 
entran a saco por ellas, 

Los relojes se paragon, 
y el conac de las boiellas 
se disfrazd de noviemhre 
para no infundir sospechas, 

Un vuelo de gritos largos 
se levantd en las veletas, 

Los sables cortan las brisas 
qua los cascos atropellan, 

Por las calles de penumbra 
huyen las gitanas vtejas 
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Oh city of the gipsiesi 
At the corners are tanners. 

Put out all your green lights, 
for the worthy guard comes. 

Oh city of the gipsiesi 
Who saw you and can forget? 
Leave her far from the sea, 
without combs for her tresses. 

They advance two abreast 
on the holiday city, 

A sound of everlastings 
invades the cartridge boxes. 
They advance two abreast. 
Double nocturne of cloth. 

For them the sky with stars 
is a show-case of spurs. 

The city, free of fear, 
was multiplying its gates. 

The Civil Guard, forty strong, 
through them enters to plunder. 
Clocks and watches all stopped, 
and the brandy in bottles 
masked itself as November 
not to arouse suspicion. 

Then a flight of long howls 
rose in the weathercocks. 

Sabers slash through the breezes 
that hoofs crush under foot. 
Through the shadowy streets 
the ancient gipsies flee 
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con los cahallos donnidos 
y las orzas de moveda. 

Pot las calles evipinadas 
suben las capas siniestras, 
dejandos detrds fugaces 
remolinos de tijeras. 

En el portal de Belen 
los gitanos se congregan. 
San Jos6, lleno de heridas, 
amortaja a una doncella. 
Tercos fusiles agttdos 
por toda la noche suenan. 
La Virgen cura a los ninos 
con salivilla de estrella, 

Pero la Cmrdia civil 
avanza sembrando hogueras, 
doftde joven y desnuda 
la imaginacidn se quema, 
Rosa la de los Camborios 
gime sentada en su puerta 
con sus dos pechos cortados 
puestos en una bandeja* 

Y otras muchachas conrUin 
perseguidas por sus trenzas, 
en un care donde estallcm 
rosas de pdlvora negra. 
Cuando todos los iejados 
eran surcos en la tierra, 
el alha mecid sus hombros 
en largo perfil de piedra. 
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leading their sleepy horses, 
in their hands jars of money. 

Up the steep, narrow streets 
climb the sinister cloaks, 
leaving back in their wake 
myriads of whirling scissors. 

Now the gipsies are gathered 
around Bethlehem’s gate. 

Saint Joseph, full of wounds, 
wraps a girl in a shroud. 

Sounds of sharp rifle shots 
are heard all the night long. 

The Virgin heals the children 
with the spittle of stars. 

But now the Civil Guard 
advances spreading fires 
where the youthful and naked 
imagination bums. 

Rosa Camborios groans 
seated outside her door, 
both of her breasts cut off 
and laid out on a tray. 

And other girls were running 
their braids pursuing after, 
where in the air are exploding 
rosettes of black gun-powder. 

When all the low roofs were 
but furrows on the ground, 
then the dawn shrugged its shoulders 
on a long oudine of stone. 
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jOh, ciudad se los gitanosl 
La Gnardia civil se aleja 
par un tiinel de silencio 
mientras las llamas te cercan, 

/Oh, ciudad de los gitanosl 
iQuiiyi te vi6 y no te recuerda? 
Que te husquen en mi frente. 
Juego de luna y arena, 

Komancero gitano 
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Oh city of the gipsies! 

The Civil Guard moves off 
through a tunnel of silence 
while the flames surround you. 

Oh city of the gipsies! 

Who saw you and can forget? 

Let them seek you in my forehead^ 
You, sport of moon and of sand. 
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EL GRITO 

La elifse de vn griio 
va de monte 
a monte. 

Desde los olivos, 
serd un arco iris negro 
sobre la noche azuL 

iAyl 

Como un arco de viola 
el grito ha hecho vibrar 
largas cuerdas del viento. 

iAyl 

(Las gentes de las cuevas 
asoman sus velones). 

iAyl 

Poema del cante jondo 

EL SILENCJO 

Oye, hijo mio, el silencio. 

£s un silencio ondulado, 
un silencioy 

donde resbalan valles y eco$ 
y qua inclina las frentes 
hacia el such. 

Poema del cante jondo 
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THE CRY 

The ellipse of a cry 
reaches from mountain 
to mountain. 

From the groves of olives 
it will be a black rainbow 
over the blue of night. 

Ah! 

Like the bow of a viola 
the cry has made to vibrate 
long cords of the wind. 

Ah! 

Peoples from the dark caves 
bring out all of their lamps. 

m 


THE SILENCE 

Listen, my son, to the silence. 

It is a quivering silence, 
a silence, 

where valleys and echoes glide, 
and that bows down all foreheads 
to the ground. 
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y DESPUES 

Los laherintos 
que crea el tiempo 
se desvanecen, 

(S6lo queda 
el desierto), 

El corazdn, 
fuente del deseo, 
se desvanece. 

(S6lo queda 
el desierto). 

La ilnsidn de la aurora 
y los besos, 
se desvanecen* 

Sd2o queda 
el desierto* 

Un ondulado 
desierto* 


Poema del cante jondo 
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AFTERWARDS ^ 

The labyrinths 
that time creates 
fade away. 

(The desert 
alone remains). 

The heart, 
fount of desire, 
fades away. 

(The desert 
alone remains). 

The illusion of dawn 
and the kisses 
fade away. 

The desert 
alone remains, 
an undulating 
desert. 
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y DESPUtS 

Los laherintos 
que crea el tiempo 
se desvmecen, 

(S6lo queda 
el desierto). 

El corcadn, 
fuente del deseo, 
se desvaneca. 

(S6lo queda 
el desierio). 

La ilustdn de la aurora 
y hs hesos, 
se desvanecsn, 

Sdlo queda 
el desierto. 

Un ondulado 
desierio. 


Poema del cante jondo 
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The labyrinths 
that time creates 
fade away. 

(The desert 
alone remains). 

The heart, 
fount of desire, 
fades away. 

(The desert 
alone remains). 

The illusion of dawn 
and the kisses 
fade away. 

The desert 
alone remains, 
an undulating 
desert. 
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TTIERRA SECA 

Tierra seca, 
tierra quieta 
de noches 
intn^nsas, 

(Viento en el oUvar, 
vienio en la sierra)* 

Tierra 

vieja 

del candil 
y la 'pencu 
Tierra 

de las hondas cisterms* 
Tierra 

de la muerte sin ojos 
y las flechas* 

(Viento por los caminos* 
Brisa en las ahmedas)* 


Poema del cante iondo 
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Arid land, 
silent land 
of nights 
unending. 

(Wind in the olive groves, 
wind on the mountains). 

Ancient 

land 

of peasant lamp 
and of sorrow. 

Land 

of the deep, deep cisterns. 
Land 

of death, of eyeless death 
and of arrows. 
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(Wind through the highways. 
Breeze in the poplars). 
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PL/EBLO 

Sohre el monte felado, 
un calvario. 

Agua clara 
y olivos centenarios. 

Por las callejas 
homhres emhozados, 
y en las tones 
veletas girando. 

Eiemamente 

girando. 

/Oh, fuehlo perdido, 
en la Andalucia del llantol 

Poevta del cante jondo 

PUNAL 
El punal, 

entra en el corazdn, 
como la reja del arado 
en el yermo. 

No. 

No me lo claves. 

No. 

£2 puiial, 

como un rayo de sol, 
incendia las tembles 
hondonadas. 

No. 

No me lo claves. 

No. 


Poetna del cante jondo 
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LITTLE TOWN 

Above on the bare mountain 
a calvary. 

Clear water 

and olive trees centuries old. 
In the narrow streets 
men in dark cloaks muffled, 
and on the towers 
weather-vanes turning. 
Eternally 
turning. 

Oh, little lost town, 
in an Andalusia of sorrowl 


THE DAGGER 

The dagger 
enters the heart, 
as the blade of the plow 
the waste land. 

No. 

Do not pierce me. 

No. 

The dagger 
like a ray of sun, 
sets on £re the terrible, 
deep ravines. 

No. 

Do not pierce me. 

No. 
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iAY\ 

El grito deja en el viento 
ana somhra de ci'prSs, 

(Dejadme en este campo, 
llorando,) 

Todo se ha roto en el mundo. 
No queda mas que el silencio. 

(Dejadme en este campo, 
llorando,) 

El horizonte sin luz 
estd mordido de hogueras. 

(Ya os he dicho que me dejdis 
en este campo, 

Ihrando,} 


Poema del cante jondo 
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LAMENT 

The cry has left in the wind 
naught but a shadow of cypress. 

(Leave me in this field weeping, 
all alone.) 

All in the world has been shattered. 
Nothing is left but the silence. 

(Leave me in this field weeping, 
all alone.) 

The horizon without light 
is bitten by flames of bon-fires. 

(I have asked you to leave me 
in this field weeping, 
all alone.) 
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SORPRESA 

Muerto se quedd en la calle 
con un funal en el pecho. 

No lo conocia nadie, 

/CdfKO temhlaba el faroll 
Madre. 

C6mo temhlaba el farolito 
de la callel 

Era madrugada. Nadie 
pudo asomarse a stis ojos 
ahiertos al duro aire, 

Que muerto se quedd en la calle 
qua con un puHal en el pecho 
y que no lo conocia nadie. 

Poema del cante jondo 
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SURPRISE 

There he lay dead in the street 
with a dagger in his breast, 
and he was known to no one. 

Oh, how the street lamp was trembling, 
Mother! 

Oh, how the little lamp was trembling, 
there in the street! 

It was early dawn. No one 
could look down into his eyes 
open to the hard, cold air. 

Yes, there he lay dead in the street 
with a sharp dagger in his breast 
and he was known to no one. 
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LA SOLEA 

Vestida con mantos negros 
piensa que el mundo es chiquHo 
y el corazdn es inmenso. 

Vestida con mantos negros. 

Piensa que el suspiro itemo 
y el grito, desaparecen 
en el corriente del viento^ 

Vestida con mantos negros. 

Se dej6 el balcdn ahierto 
y el alia pot cl balcdn 
desemhocd todo el cielo* 

]Ay yayayayay, 

que vestida con mantos negrosi 

Poema del cante jondo 
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SOLEDAD 

Dressed in a mantle of black 
she thinks that the world is tiny 
and that the heart is immense. 

Dressed in a mantle of hlack. 

She thinks that the tender sigh 
and the cry, are disappearing 
in the current of the wind. 

Dressed in a mantle of black. 

She left her balcony window 
wide open and there the dawn 
unloaded all of the sky. 

Alasj alas and alas, 

she, dressed in a mantle of blackl 
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MS SEIS CUERDAS 


La guitarra 

hace llorar a los suetios. 
El sollozo de las almas 


ferdidas 


se escapa por su 
redonda. 


hoca 


Y coma la tardntula 


teje una gran estrella 
para cazar suspiros, 
que flotan en su negro 
aljibe de madera. 


Toema del cants jondo 
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SIX STRINGS 
The guitar 

makes the dreams weep. 
The sobbing of souls 
that are lost 
escapes from its round 
open mouth. 

And like the tarantula 
it weaves a great star 
to catch the sighs 
that float on its dark 
pool of Wood. 
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LA LOLA 

Bajo el naranjo, lava 
panales de algoddn^ 

Tiene verdes los ojos 
y violeta la voz. 

\Ay> awxor, 

bajo el naranjo en florl 

El agua de la acequia 
iha llena de sol; 
en el ollvarito 
canlaba nn gorfion* 

I Ay, amor, 

bajo el naranjo en florl 

Luego, cuavdo la Lola 
gaste ioda el jabdii, 
vendrun los torerillos. 

/Ay, amnr, 

bajo el naranjo en florl 

Poema del cante jondo 
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LOLA 

Beneath the orange tree, 
she cleanses clothes of cotton. 
Green, green are her eyes 
and violet her voice. 

Ah, my love, 

beneath the flowering orange! 

The water of the fountain 
was flowing full of sun, 
and a song-sparrow singing 
in the little olive grove. 

Ah, my love, 

beneath the flowering orange! 

Then when Lola has ended 
and all her soap is gone, 
little bull-fighters will come. 

Ah, my love, 

beneath the flowering orange! 
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MEMENTO 

Cunado yo me muera, 
enterradme con mi guitarra 
hajo la arena. 

Cunafio me miiern 
entre lo$ naranjos 
y la hierhdbuena. 

Ctumdo yo me ntiiera; 
enXmadme^ si quer^, 
en una veleta. 

[Cuando yo me mueral 

Poema del cante jonde 
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MEMENTO 

When I come to die, 
bury me with my guitar 
beneath the sand. 

When 1 come to die, 
among the orange trees 
and the spearmint. 

When I come to die, 
bury tofi^ if you will* 
in a weather-vane. 


When I come to diel 
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LLANTO FOR 

IGNACIO SANCHEZ MEjfAS 
I 

La Cogida y La Muertb 

A las civco de la tarde. 

Eran las cinco en piinto de la tarde, 
Un nino trajo la hlanca sdhana 
a las cinco de la tarde, 

Una espnerta de cal ya prevenida 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Lo demds era miierte y sdlo mtierte 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

£1 viento se llevo los algodones 
a las cinco dc la tarde. 

Y el oxido semhrd cristal y ntquel 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Ya luchan la paloma y el leopardo 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Y un mush con un asta desolada 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Comenzaron los sones de Iforddn 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Las campanas de arsintco y el humo 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

En las esqiiinas grupos de silendo 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

[Y el toro soh corazdn arrihal 
a las cinco de la tarde. 
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LAMENT FOR THE 
DEATH OF A BULDFIGHTER 

1 

Tossing and Death 

At five in the afternoon. 

At precisely five in the afternoon. 

A little hoy came bringing the white sheet 
at five in the afternoon. 

A basket of lime already prepared 
at five in the afternoon. 

And the rest was death and nothing but death 
at five in the aftanoon. 

The wind whirled away the pieces of cotton 
at five in the aftei noon. 

And the oxide scattered crystal and nickel 
at five in the afternoon. 

Already the dove and leopard are fighting 
at five in the aftei noon. 

And a thigh with a disconsolate horn 
at five in the afternoon, 

T he grim sound of the bass strings had begun 
at five in the afternoon. 

The bells of arsenic and smoke were ringing 
at five in the afternoon. 

On the corners were gathered groups of silence 
at five in the afternoon. 

And the hull advancing alone heart uppermost 
at five in the aftanoon. 
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LLANTO FOR 

IGNACIO SANCHEZ MEJIAS 
I 

La Cogida y La Muertb 

A las cinco de la tarde, 

Eran las cinco en punto de la tarde, 
Un nino trajo la hlanca sdhana 
a las cinco de la taide. 

Una espnerta de cal ya prevenida 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Lo demds era muerte y s6lo mtierte 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

El viento se llev6 los algodones 
a las cinco dc la lardc. 

Y el dxido semhrd cristal y ntquel 
a las cinco dc la tarde. 

Ya luchan la paloma y el leopardo 
a las cinco de la tarde. 
y tin mush con un asta desolada 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Comenzaron los sones de Iforddn 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Las campanas de arsinico y el hutno 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

En las esquinas grupos de silencio 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

/Y el toro solo corazdn arrihal 
a las cinco de la tarde. 
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LAMENT FOR THE 
DEATH OF A BULLTIGHTER 

I 

Tossing and Death 

At five in the afternoon. 

At precisely five in the afternoon. 

A little boy came bringing the white sheet 
at five in the afternoon. 

A basket of lime already prepared 
at five in the afternoon. 

And ihe rest was death and nothing but death 
at five in the afianoon. 

The wind whirled away the pieces of cotton 
at five in the afteuioon. 

And the oxide scattered crystal and nickel 
at five in the afternoon. 

Already the dove and leopard are fighting 
ai five in the afternoon. 

And a thigh wdth a disconsolate horn 
at five in the afternoon. 

T he grim sound of the bass strings had begun 
at five in the afternoon. 

The bells of arsenic and smoke were ringing 
at pve in the afternoon. 

On the corners were gathered groups of silence 
at fn^e in the afternoon. 

And the bull advancing alone heart uppermost 
at five in the afte)noon. 
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Cuando cl s7^dor de nieve fuc llegando 

a las cinco de la tarde, 

cuando la plaza se cuhrid de yodo 

a las cinco de la tarde, 

la muerte puso huevos en la herida 

a las cinco de la tarde. 

A las cinco de la tatde. 

A las cinco en punto de la tarde. 

Un ataiid con ruedas es la cama 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Huesos y flautas suenan en su otdo 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

El toTo ya mugia por su frente 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

El cuarto se irisaba de agonia 
a las cinco de la tarde, 

A lo lejos ya vlene la gangrena 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Trompa de Urio por las verdes ingles 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Las heridas quemahan coma soles 
a las cinco de la tarde, 
y el gentio rompia las ventanas 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

A las cinco de la tarde. 
jAy, qua terrihles cinco de la tardel 
/Eran las cinco en todos los rehjesl 
jEran las cinco en sombra de la tardel 
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Wlien the cold sweat of snow was beginning 

at five in the afternoon, 

when the arena was covered with iodine 

at five in the afternoon, 

then death laid eggs in the wound 

at five in the afternoon. 

At five in the afternoon. 

At precisely five in the afternoon, 

A casket on wheels is his bed 
at five in the afternoon. 

Bones and flutes sound in his ears 
at five in the afternoon. 

The bull was bellowing across his forehead 
at five in the afternoon, 

and the whole chamber was shot through with agony 
at five in the afternoon. 

From the distance now is coming gangrene 
at five in the afternoon, 
a lily-white trumpet on the green groins 
at five in the afternoon. 

The wounds were burning like suns 
at five in the afternoon. 

The crowd was breaking the windows 
at five in the afternoon. 

At five in the afternoon. 

Terrible hour, five in the afternoon! 

All the clocks were striking the hour of five, 
of five, of shadow, in the afternoon. 



222 


CONTBMPOIIARY SPANISH POETRY 


Cnando el siidor de nieve fu6 llegando 

a las cinco de la tarde, 

cuando la plaza se ciibrid de yodo 

a las cinco de la tarde, 

la muerte puso huevos en la herida 

a las cinco de la tarde. 

A las cinco de la tarde, 

A las cinco en punto de la tarde. 

Un ataiid con ruedas es la coma 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Huesos y flautas suenan en su oido 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

El toTO ya mugia por su f rente 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

El cmrto se irisaha de agonia 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

A lo lejos ya viene la gangrena 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Trompa de lirio por las verdes ingles 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

Las heridas quemahan cotno soles 
a las cinco de la tarde, 
y el gentio rompta las ventanas 
a las cinco de la tarde. 

A las cinco de la tarde. 

/Ay, qua terrihles cinco de la tardel 
/Eran las cinco en todos hs relojesl 
jEran las cinco en somhra de la tarde! 
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When the cold sweat of snow was beginning 

at five in the afternoon, 

when the arena was covered with iodine 

at five in the afternoon, 

then death laid eggs in the wound 

at five in the afternoon. 

At five in the afternoon. 

At precisely five in the afternoon. 

A casket on wheels is his bed 
at five in the afternoon. 

Bones and flutes sound in his ears 
at five in the afternoon. 

The bull was bellowing across his forehead 
at five in the afternoon, 

and the whole chamber was shot through with agony 
at five in the afternoon. 

From the distance now is coming gangrene 
at five in the afternoon, 
a lily-white trumpet on the green groins 
at five in the afternoon. 

The wounds were burning like suns 
at five in the afternoon. 

The crowd was breaking the windows 
at five in the afternoon. 

At five in the afternoon. 

Terrible hour, five in the afternoon! 

All the clocks were striking the hour of five, 
of five, of shadow, in the afternoon. 
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II 

La Sangre Derramada 

jQtic no qiiiero verlal 

Dile a la Inna qne venga, 
qua no quiero ver la sangre 
de Ignacio sobre la arena, 

iQue no quiero verla! 

La luna de far en par. 
Cahallo de nubes quietas, 
y la plaza gris del sueno 
con sauces en las barreras, 
jQtie no quiero verlal 
Que mi recuerdo se qiiewa, 
fAvisad a los jazinines 
con su blancura pequenal 

/Que no quiero verlal 

La vaca del viejo mnndo 
pasaha su triste lengua 
sobre un hocico de sangres 
derramadas en la arenas 
y los toros de Guisando, 
cast muerte y cast piedra^ 
mugteron como dos sighs 
hartos de pisar la tierra. 

No, 

/Que no quiero verlal 


FEDERICO GARCIA LORCA 


225 


II 

Spilled Blood 

No, I don t want to see it! 

Tell the moon to come, 

I don't want to see the blood 
of Ignatius on the sand. 

No, I don’t want to see it! 

The moon fully rounded. 

Horse of the quiet clouds, 
and the grey ring of sleep 
with willows round the fences. 
No, 1 don’t want to see id 
My memory is burning. 

Warn the jessamine flowers 
widi their delicate whiteness. 

No, I don’t want to see it! 

The cow of the ancient world 
was passing her joyless tongue 
over a muzzle of blood 
spilled on the sand of the ring, 
and the bulls of Guisando, 
near to death, almost stone, 
were bellowing like two centuries 
tired of treading the earth. 

No. 


No, I don't want to see it! 
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Por las gradas suhe Ignacio 
con toda su muerte a cuestas. 
Buscaha el amanecer, 
y el amanecer no era. 

Busca su perfil seguro, 
y el sueno lo desorienta, 
Buscaha su hermoso cuerpo 
y encontro su sangre ahierta, 
/No me digdis qua la veal 
No quiero sentir el chorro 
cada vez con menos fuerza; 
ese chorro qua ilumina 
los tendidos y se vuelca 
sohre la pana y el cuero 
de inuchedumhre sedienta, 
iQuien me grita que me asomel 
/No me digdis que la veal 

No se cerraron sus ojos 
cuando vid los cuemos cerca, 
pero las madres terribles 
levantaron la caheza. 
y a travds de las ganadertas, 
hubo un aire de voces secreias 
que gritahan a toros celestes, 
mayorales de pdltda niebla. 

No huho principe en Sevilla 
que compardrsele pueda, 
ni espada como su espada 
ni corazdn tan de veras. 

Como un rto de leones 
su maravillosa fuerza. 
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Up the steps came Ignatius 
with all his death on his shoulders. 
He was searching for the dawn, 
and the dawn was not. 

He is seeking his firm profile, 
and in sleep he has lost it. 

He sought his beautiful body 
and he found his flowing blood. 

Do not ask me to see it! 

I do not wish to perceive 
its flowing each time with less 
force; that oozing stream that tinges 
the rows of seats and is spilling 
over the plush and leather 
of the thirsting multitude. 

Who calls to me that I come! 

Do not ask me to see it! 

His fearless eyes did not close 
when he saw the horns near him, 
but they, the terrible mothers, 
lifted up their heads. 

And across the catde ranches 
blew a wind of secret voices, 
they cried out to the bulls of heaven, 
the herdsmen of pallid mist. 

There was no prince in Seville 
that could be compared to him, 
nor was there sword like his sword, 
nor ever a heart so true, 
like to a river of lions, 
such was his marvellous strength, 
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y como un torso de mdrmol 
su dtbujada prudencia* 

Aire de Roma andaluza 
le doraha la caheza 
dofide su risa era un nardo 
de sal y de inteligencia, 
iQui gran torero en la plazal 
lQu6 buen serrano en la sterral 
iQui blando con las espigasi 
/Que duro con las espuelasi 
iQud tierno con el roctol 
iQui deslumhrante en la ferial 
/Qud tremendo con las ultimas 
banderilhs de tiniebla! 

Pero ya dueirrte sin pn, 

Ya los musgos y la hierba 
abren con dedos seguros 
la floT de su calavera. 

Y su sangre ya viene cantando: 
cantando por marismas y praderas, 
tesbalando por cuernos ateridos, 
vacilando sin alma por la niebla, 
tropezando con miles de pezufias 
como una larga, oscura, triste lengua, 
para format un charco de agonia 
junto al Guadalquivir de las estrellas. 
;Oh bianco muro de EspaHal 
/Oh negro toro de penal 
(Oh sangre duro de Ignacipl 
/Oh Tuisefior de su$ venasi 
No. 
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like to a torso of marble 
such was his prudence portrayed. 

His head was gilded with the 
air of a Home Andalusian, 
and his laugh was a tuberose 
of salt and of understanding. 

In the bulhring what a fighter! 

On the mountain what a climber! 

How gentle with spears of wheat! 

How firm he was with the spurs 
and how tender with the dew! 

How dazzling, he, at the fair! 

How terrible with the final 
darts of darkness for the bull! 

But now he sleeps without end. 

Already the moss and grass 
open with their skilful fingers 
the flower of his skull. 

Already the blood comes singing, 
singing through marshes and meadows, 
slipping through horns stiff with cold, 
vacillating soulless through the mist, 
meeting with cloven feet by the thousands 
like a long, sorrowful tongue, 
to form a dark pool of agony 
near the river Guadalquivir of the stars. 
Oh white wall of Spain! 

Oh black bull of sorrow! 

Oh cruel blood of Ignatius! 

Oh nightingale of his veins! 

No. 
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jQue no quiero verlal 
Que no hay cdliz que la contenga, 
que no hay golondrinas que se la beban, 
no hay escarcha de luz que la enfrie^ 
no hay canto ni dtluvio de azucenas, 
no hay cristal que la cubra de plata. 

No. 

(lYo no quiero verlal! 
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No, I don't want to see it! 

There is no chalice that may hold it, 
there are no swallows that may drink it, 
there is no white frost that may cool it, 
there is no song nor deluge of lilies, 
no crystal that may plate it with silver. 
No. 

No, I don’t want to see it!! 
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Los bueyes rojos 
en el cam^o de Oro. 

Los bueyes tienen rittno 
de cantfanas antiguas. 

Y ojos de fdjaro. 

Son para las maMnas 
de niehla, y sin embargo, 
horadan la naranja 
del aire en el verano, 

Viejos desde que nacen, 
no tienen amos, 
y recuerdan las alas 
de sus costados, 

Los bueyes 

siempre van suspirando 
poT los compos de Ruth 
en busca del vado, 
y, densos, religiososj 
se tienden en el prado, 

Borrachos de luceros 
a rumiar s^(s llantos. 

Los bueyes rojos 
en el campo de oro. 

Poemas pdstumos 
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Red oxen 

in a field of gold. 

These oxen have a rhythm 
like that of ancient bells. 

And the eyes of a bird. 

They are meant for the mornings 
of mist, and notwithstanding 
they perforate the orange 
of the air in summertime. 

Old from the time of birth, 
they have no masters, 
and they have remembrance 
of wings at their sides. 

The oxen 

go sighing, always sighing 
through the wheat fields of Ruth 
in^search of a ford, 
and, grave and religious, 
they stretch out in the meadow, 
drunk with the light of stars, 
to ruminate on their weeping. 

Red oxen 

in a field of gold. 
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EL LLANTO 

He cerrado mi balcdn 
porque no quiero oir el llanto 
pero detrds de los grises muros 
no se oye otra cosa qua el llanto. 

Hay muy pocos dngeles que canten, 
hay muy pocos perros que ladren, 
mil violines cahen en la palma de la mano; 
pero el llanto es un dngel inntenso, 
el llanto es un petto inmenso, 
el llanto es un violin inmenso, 
las Idgrhnas amordazan al viento, 
y no se oye otra cosa que el llanto. 

Poemas pdstumos 
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THE WEEPING^ 

I have closed fast my window 
for I would not hear the weeping, 
but from behind the grey walls 
nothing is heard but the weeping. 

There are few angels that sing, 
and very few dogs that bark, 

a thousand violins can be held in the palm of the hand; 

but the weeping is a mighty angel, 

the weeping is a mammoth dog, 

the weeping is a vast violin, 

tears stifle the voice of the wind, 

and nothing is heard but the weeping. 



Rafael JilLerti 

i i i 

R afael ALBERTI was 120111 in looz in Puerto de Santa Maria, 
a suburb of Cadiz, and though he jnovM with hiTItSlUily to 
Madrid when he was fifteen, these early years at Puerto de Santa 
Maria on the Bay of Cadiz had mat influence on all his work. In 
Madrid he studiea ^p ainting and CTUiibited in 192a. Shortly afterwards, 
on account of hishealth, he went to live in the Mountains of Guada- 
zrama y Rute, where he began writing. His first book, Marinero en 
I fierra, won for him the Premio Nacional de Literatura and he was 
recognized as a poet of great talent and originality. In this and the 
following books he uses modem forms. Like Federico Garck Lorca, he 
^ wrote popular poetry, but it differs from that of Lorca in many aspects. 
His later work follows other directions; he is a singer of modem themes 
and at times be uses the subcon scious approach to poetry. In 1931 he 
bfScame interested in social mov^ents and his poetryTeflects that trend. 
He travelled in France and Germany, and spent three months in Russia. 
He was an enthusiastic supporter of the Spanish Republic. He is now 
livi^ in Buenos Aires. 

«^G^lermo Diaz-Plaja has said: '^The work of Rafael Alberti begins 
in the neo*popuIar style with his book Mormero en tterra, revealing a 
true poet, with lyrical powers extraordinarily apt in any form of expres" 
sion, a clever rhetorician and wielder of poetical resources. And with 
more still : Andalusian grace and abundant musical feeling; in diort, one 
of the most outstanding poetic figures of our time . . . rrom 1927 on 
he subscribes to the tenets of the surrealists." 

Salinas writes: *' In Sobre los dngeles, without doubt his most 
important hook, faithful to the tide, Alberti has a whole choir of angels 
passing through its pages. Angels that in no way conform to the tradi* 
donal interpretation or art; angels shadowed by sinister lights, ruled by 
]^sions and weak^nesses: the bellicose angd, the enraged one, the 
deceitful one, the envious one, the revengefifl one, the miser, the fool; 
angels of places: of wine cellars, of mines, of colleges; angels that share 
in mateiial qualities: the ashen one, die mouldy one, die angel of coal, 
the angel of sand. And also the good angel and the angel par eoccelUmoe, 
the angelic angel. Although the poems ate short and do not aspire to 
any sort of grandiose effect, the final result of the book, the total effect 
that it makes upon the mind, reminds one of a magnificent pictorial 
ensemble, a vast composition in the style of Bmeghd, a fdcture where 
the angelic representatives of good and of evil struggle, whether they 
be guitoless or wrathful. Each separate poem is an inthspendeat lyric; 
the whole impresses us as a terrible internal drama, as one mote sample 
of the batdes which are ever hard fought by the always hostile forces 
within a soul." 

Books of poetry published: MaHnero en Herra, Madrid, 1925^ ha 
amante, Malaga, 1926; £t alba de aleli, Santander, 19^7> Oaf y canto, 
Madrid, 1929; Solfre los dngeles, Madrid, X929; Consignas, Madrid, 
i93Si fantasma recorre Europa, Mach^, 1933; Verte y no verto, 
Mexico, 1935 :Poema del Mar CarQ>e, Madrid, 1935; PoestaSf Madrid, 
1935; Poesias, Buenos Aires, 1940; Entre el clavel y la esfoda, Buenos 
A^, 1940; Pleamar Ci 942 ‘‘X 9443 » Buenos Aires, 1944.- 
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£I mar. La mar* 

El mar* ;S6lo la marl 

ftPor quS me trajiste, fadre, 
a la ciudad? 

iPoT qud me desenterraste 
del mar? 

En suefioSf la inarejada 
me Hra del corazdn, 

Se h quisiera llevar. 

Padre, ^for qu£ me trajiste 
acd? 

Marinero en Herra 


PRECdN SUBMARINO 

/Tan hien cotno yo estaria 
en una huerta del mar, 
contigo, hortelana mfal 

En un carrito, tirado 
for un salmdn, /qui alegrfa 
vender hajo el mar salado, 
amor, tu mercaderial 

—/Algos frescos de la mar, 
algos, algasl 


MoTinero en tierra 
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The sea, the sea, 
the sea, only the seal 

Father, oh why to the city 
did you drag me? 

Why, oh why, did you pull me 
out of the sea? 

In dreams, the swell of the sea 
tugs at the strings of my heart, 
and away with it would flee. 

Father, why did you drag me 
here from the sea? 


?5GflEl!(T CRY UNDER SEA 

How happy now would I be 
with you, my fair young j ^rdener, 
in a garden under seal 

In a cart of cockle-shell, 
drawn by a trout, oh what glee 
for me, love, your wares to sell 
under the salty blue sea! 

—Fresh seaweed here from the sea, 
seaweed, seaweedi 
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El mar. La mar. 

El mar. jSdlo la marl 

ffPor qui me trajiste, fodre, 
a la Ciudad? 

iVor quS me desenterraste 
del mar? 

En sue^os, la marejada 
me tira del corazdn. 

Se h quisiera llevar. 

Padre, i^or qui me trajiste 
aci? 


Marinero en tierra 


PREG6N SUBMARINO 

jTan bien como yo esUtria 
en una huerta del mar, 
contigo, horteltttia mini 

En un carrito, tirado 
por un salmdn, {quS alegria 
vender hajo el mar salado, 
amor, tu mercaderial 

—/Algos frescos de la mar, 
algos, algasl 


Marinero en tierra 
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The sea, the sea, 
the sea, only the seal 

Father, oh why to the city 
did you drag me? 

Why, oh why, did you pull me 
out of the sea? 

In dreams, the swell of the sea 
tugs at the strings of my heart, 
and away with it would flee. 

Father, why did you drag me 
here from the sea? 


CRY UNDER SEA 

How happy now would I he 
with you, my fair young ^rdener. 
in a garden under seal 

In a cart of coclde-shell, 
drawn by a trout, oh what glee 
for me, love, your wares to sell 
under the salty blue sea! 

^Fresh seaweed here from the sea, 
seaweed, seaweed! 


240 


CONTEMPORARY SPANISH POETRY 


Pirata de mar y cielo, 
si VO fu'i ya, lo serL 

Si no robe la aurora de los mares, 
si no la robe, 
ya la roharS. 

Pirata de cielo y mar, 
sobre un cazatorpederos, 
con sets fuertes marineros, 
alternos, de ires en tres. 

Si no robe la aurora de los cielos, 
si no la robi, 
ya la robard. 

Marinero en Herra 


DE GUMIEL DE HIZAN 
A GUMIEL DEL MERCADO 

Debajo del chopo, amante, 
debajo del chopo, no, 

Al pie del dlamo, si, 
del Alamo bianco y verde, 

Hoja blanca tti, 
hoja verde yo. 


La amante 
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THE TOWER OF IZNAJAR 

I would prisoner in this tower, 

I would prisoner here remain, 

(Four windows facing the wind.) 

** Who groans in the north, sweet friend? ” 
” Tis the storm-tossed river flowing.” 

(Three windows facing the wind.) 

” Who moans in the south, sweet friend? ” 
* the wind without sleep blowin g.” 

(Two windows facing the wind.) 

” Who sighs in the east, sweet friend? ” 

” You yourself, dead, who come sighing.” 

(One window facing the wind.) 

“ Who weeps in the west, sweet friend? ” 

I, dead, at your buria l crying.” 

Never prisoner in this tower, 
never here, would I remaini 
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Pirata de mar y cielo, 

$i no fui ya, lo seri. 

Si no Tohd la aurora de los mares, 
si no la rohi, 
ya la robari, 

Pirata de cielo y mar, 
sohre an cazator^ederos, 
con seis fuertes marineros, 
altemos, de tres en tres. 

Si no rohi la aurora de los cielos, 
si no la robe, 
ya la robarL 

Marinero en tierra 


DE GVMmi DE HIZAN 
A GUMIEL DEL MERCADO 

Debajo del chopo, amante, 
debajo del chopo, no> 

Al pie del Alamo, si, 
del Alamo bianco y verde. 

Hoja blanca tA, 
hoja verde yo. 


La amante 
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THE TOWER OF IZNAJAR 

I would prisoner in this tower, 

1 would prisoner here remain. 

(Four windows facing the wind.) 

“ Who groans in the north, sweet friend? ” 
** Tis the storm-tossed river flowing.” 

(Three windows facing the wind.) 

“ Who moans in the south, sweet friend? ” 
“ Tis the wind without sleep blowing.” 

(Two windows facing the wind.) 

“ Who sighs in the east, sweet friend? ” 

“ You yourself, dead, who come sighing." 

(One window facing the wind.) 

Who weeps in the west, sweet friend? " 

** 1, dead, at your buria l crying.” 

Never prisoner in this tower, 
never here, would I remainl 
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A MISS X, ENTERRADA EN EL VIENTO 
DEL OESTE 

lAhf Miss X, Miss X: 20 aHosI 

Blusas en las ventanas, 
los peluqueros 
Horan sin tu tnelena 
^fuego rubio cortado^. 

/Ah, Miss X, Miss X sin sombrero, 

alba sin colorete, 

sola, 

tan libre, 

t7i, 

en el vientol 

No llevebas pendientes. 

Las modistas, de bianco, en los halcones, 
perdidas por el cieh, 

—/A verl 

/Al fini 
/Qud? 
/Nol 

Sdlo era un pdjaro, 
no tA, 

Miss X nifia. 

El barman, /oh qu 6 tristel 
(Cerveza. 

Limonada. 

Whisky, 

Cocktail de ginehra,) 
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TO MISS X, BURIED IN THE 
WEST WIND 

Alas, alas, Miss X: twenty yeais! 

Shirt-sleeves at the windows, 
the hairdressers 
weep, missing your locks 
—red fire cut short—, 

Alas, alas. Miss X hatless, 

dawn without rouge, 

you, 

so free, 

alone 

in the wind! 

You were wearing no earrings. 

Dressmakers, in white, on balconies 
gazing heavenwards. 

—Let us see! 

At last! 

mat> 

No! 


It was only a bird, 
not you, 

Miss X, my girl. 

The bartender, oh how sad! 

(Beer. 

Lemonade. 

Whiskey. 

Gin cocktail.) 
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A MISS X, ENTERRADA EN EL VIENTO 
DEL OESTE 

/Ah, Miss X, Miss X: 20 anosi 

Blusas en las ventanas, 
los feluqwros 
Horan sin tu melena 
^fuego ruhio cortado—. 

/Ah, Miss X, Miss X sin sombrero, 

alba sin colorete, 

sola, 

tan lihre, 

en el vientol 

No llevabas pendientes. 

Las modistas, de bianco, en los balcones, 
perdidas pot el cieh. 

—/A vetl 

jAl pnl 

/No/ 

Sdlo era un pdjaro, 
no td, 

Miss X niiia, 

El barman, /oh qu 6 tristel 
(Cerveza. 

Lintonada, 

Whisky. 

Cocktail de ginebra.) 


RAFAEL ALBERTI 


247 


TO MISS X, BURIED IN THE 
WEST WIND 

Alas, alas, Miss X: twenty years! 

Shirt-sleeves at the windows, 
the hairdressers 
weep, missing your lochs 
—red fire cut short—. 

Alas, alas. Miss X hatless, 

dawn without rouge, 

you, 

so free, 

alone 

in the wind! 

You were wearing no earrings. 

Dressmakers, in white, on balconies 
gazing heavenwards. 

—Let us seel 

At last! 

What? 

No! 

It was only a bird, 
not you, 

Miss X, my girl. 

The bartender, oh how sad! 

(Beer. 

Lemonade. 

Whiskey. 

Gin cocktail.) 
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Ha pintado de negro las hotellas, 

Y las handeras, 
alegrtas del har, 

de negro, a media asta. 

jY el cielo sin girar tu radiogramal 

Treinta barcos, 
cuarenta hidroaviones 
y un velero cargado de naranjas, 
gritando pot el mar y pot las nubes, 

Nada. 

I Ah, Miss XI ffAddnde? 

S, M. el Rey de tu pats no come. 
No duerme el Rey. 

Fuma. 

Se muere pot la costa en automML 

Ministerios, 

Bancos del oro, 

Consulados, 

Casinos, 

Tiendas, 

Parques, 

cerrados 

Y mientras, td, en el viento, 

aprietan los zapatos?--. 

Miss X, de los mares, 

--di, fle lastvma el aire?^ 
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He has painted the bottles black. 

And the gay flags 

of the bar, in token 

of mouming, stand at half-mast. 

And your heavenly radiogram not sent! 

Thirty vessels, 
forty hydroplanes 

and a sailing vessel loaded with oranges, 
calling through the sea and through the clouds. 

Nothing. 

Alas, Miss X, where are you^ 

His Majesty, the King of your country does not eat. 
The King does not sleep. 

He smokes. 

He agonizes along the shore in an automobile. 
Cabinet offices, 

Banks where gold is treasured, 

Consulates, 

Clubhouses, 

City Shops, 
and Parks, 
all closed. 

Whilst you, in the wind, 

—do your shoes pinch you?— 

Miss X, of the seas, 

—tell me, does the air oppress you?— 
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}Ah, Miss X, Miss X, qui fastidiol 
Bostezo, 

Adids , . . 

--Cood‘hye . . . 

(Ya nadie piensa en ti. Las mariposas 
de aceio, 

con las alas tronchadas, 
incendiando lo$ aires, 
fijas sobxe las dalias 
movibles de los vientos. 

Sol electrocutado. 

Lima caxbonizada. 

Temor al oso bianco del inviemo. 

Veda. 

Prohibida la caza 
maritima, celeste, 
pot orden del Gobiemo. 

Ya nadie piensa en ti, Miss X nina.) 


Cal y canto 
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Alas, alas. Miss X, what boiedomi 
Yawning. 

Good-bye . . . 

— Adi6s . . - 

(Nobody thinks of you my more. Butterflies 
of steel, 

with mutilated wings, 
setting the air on fire, 
settling on the unsteady 
compasses of the winds. 

The sun electrocuted. 

The moon charred. 

Fear of the white bear of winter. 

No more hunting. 

Hunting prohibited 
on the sea, in the heavens, 
by order of the Government. 

Nobody thinks of you any more, Miss X, my gift) 
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CylRTi4 ABIERTA 

(Falta el prljnei pliego.) 

• * . Hay paces que se hanan en la arena 
y ciclistas que corren pot las ola$. 

Yo pienso en mU Colegio sobre el mar, 

Infancia ya en balandro o bicicleta. 

Globo libre, el primer balon flotaba 
sobre el grito espiral de los vapores, 

Roma y Cartago f rente a f rente iban^ 
marineras fugaces sus sandalias, 

Nadie bebe latin a los diez aiios. 

El Algebra, iqutin sabe lo que eral 
La Ftsica y la QtUmica, /Dios mto, 
si ya el sol se cazaba en hidroplanol 

Y el cine al aire libre. Ana Bolena, 
no si por que, de azul, va por la playa. 

Si el mar no la descubre, un polida 
la disuelve en la flor de su linterna. 

Bandoleros de smoking, a mis ops 
sus pistolas apuntan, Detenidos, 
por ciudades de cielos instantdneos, 
me los llevan sin alma, vista silo, 

Nueva York estd en Cddiz 0 en el Puerto. 

Sevilla estd en Paris, Islandia o Persia. 

Un chino no es un chino. Un transeiinte 
puede ser bianco al par que verde y negro. 
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OPEN LETTER 

(The first sheet is lacking*^ 

There are fish that go bathing in the sand, 
and there are cyclists that ride through the waves. 

I think of myself. High school by the sea. 

My childhood on a sail-boat or a bicycle. 

The first balloon floated, a globe detached, 
high above the spiral call of the steamboats. 
Carthage and Rome were going face to face, 
and their sandals were fast fleeting mariners. 

No one drinks Latin at ten years of age. 

As for Algebra, who knows what it was! 

Physics and Chemistry, good gracious, when 
already the sun was hunted in seaplane! 

And movies in the open air. Anne Boleyn, 
in blue, I don’t know why, walks on the beach. 

If the sea does not find her, a policeman 
dissolves her in the flower of his lantern. 

Highwaymen in dinner coats point their pistols 
at my eyes. And when they have been arrested, 
through cities of instantaneous heavens, 
they take them from me without soul, seen only. 

New York is in Cadiz or in El Puerto. 

Seville is in Iceland, Paris or Persia. 

A Chinese is not a Chinese. One passing 
may be white, at the same time black and green. 
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Ew todas fartes, tu, desde tu rosa, 
desde tu centro imnovil, sin hitlete, 
muda la lengm, rigeSy rey de todo . • . 
y es qua el mundo es un album de 

Multiflicado, fosas en los vientos, 
en la fuga del tren y los tranvias. 

No en ti muere el reldinpago que piensasj 
sino a un milldn de lunas de tus lahios, 

Yo nad-'frespetadmel—con el cine. 

Bajo una red de cables y aviones* 
Cuando aholidas fueron las carrozas 
de los rayes y al auto subid el Papa. 

Vi los telefonemas que llovfan, 
plumas de angel azul, desde los cielos. 

Las orquestas serdfcas del airc 
guardd el auricular en mis oidos. 

De Iona niquel, peces de las nubes, 
bajan al mar periddicos y cartas. 

(Los carteros no creen en las sirenas 
ni en el vals de las olas, si en la muerte. 

Y aun hay calvas marchitas a la luna 
y llorosos cabellos en los Ubros. 

Un polisdn de nieve, blanqueando 
las somhras, se suicida en los jardines. 

iQue sera de mi alma que hace tiempo 
bate el record continuo de la ausencia? 
iQue de mi corazdn que ya ni hrinca, 
picado ante el azar y el accidente?) 
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In all quarters, all lands, you from your rose, 
from your motionless centre, without ticket, 
alent your tongue, you reign king over all . . . 
^For the world is hut an album of post-cards. 

Made manifold, you sweep past in the winds, 
and in the flight of the train and the trolleys. 

Not in you dies the lightning that you think, 
but in a million of moons of your lips. 

I was bom— please respect me— with the movies. 
Beneath a network of cables and airplanes. 

When the coaches of the kings were abandoned 
and even the Pope climbed into an auto. 

I saw telephone messages rain, like 
feathers of a blue angel, from the skies. 

The receiver kept always in my ears 
the seraphic orchestras of the air. 

Fish of the clouds, made of canvas and nickel, 
bring down to the sea letters and newspapers. 
(The postmen do not believe in the sirens, 
nor in the Waltz of the Waves, but in death. 

And there are sdll in the moonlight old, withered 
bald heads, and their hairs lamenting in books. 

A hoopsicirt of snow, making white the shadows, 
commits suicide on the grass of the gardens. 

What will become of my soul that has beaten 
long the continuous record of absence? 

And what of my heart that no longer leaps, 
soured by unforeseen chance and disaster?) 
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Exploradme los ojos y, ferdidos, 
os herirdrt las ansias da Jos ndufragos, 
la halumha de nortes ya difuntos, 
el solo hamholeo de los mares, 

Cascos de Mspa y pSlvora, jinetes 
sin alma y sin montura entre los trigos; 
hasilicas de escombros, levantadas 
trombas de fuego, sangre, cal, ceniza, 

Pero imnhUn, un sol en cada hrazo, 
el alba aviadora, pez de oro, 
sobre h frente un niimero, una letra, 
y en el fico una carta azul, sin sello. 

Nuncio— la voz, eUctrica, y la cola^ 
del aceleramiento de los astros, 
del confin del amor, del estampdo 
de la rosa mecdnica del mundo, 

Sabed de mi, que dije for ielifono 
mi madrigal dindmico a los hombres: 
iQuidn eres de acero, estaHo y flomo? 

—Un reUmfago mas, la nueva vida, 

CFaha el dliinto fliegoO 

Cal y canto 
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/Examine my eyes, and you will be hurt 
by the anxieties of lost shipwrecked ones, 
by the piled-up masses of norths, long dead, 
and the lonely restlessness of the seas. 

Horses hoots of sparks and gunpowder, riders 
without soul and without saddles among 
the wheatfields; and basilicas of rubbish, 
lofty whirlwinds of fire, blood, lime and ashes. 

But also, with a sun beneath each ann, 
the aviator dawn, a fish all golden, 
on the forehead a number and a letter, 
in the mouth, without stamp, a blue epistle. 

Messenger— the electric voice and the tail- 
envoy of the acceleration of the stars, 
of the boundary of love, of the roar 
of the mechanical rose of the world- 

Know from me, that I spoke over the telephone 
my dynamic madrigal unto men: 

Who are you, of steel, of tin and of lead? 
—Only one lightning flash more, the new life. 


CThe last sheet is hckingJ) 
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Exploradme los ojos y, ferdidos, 
os herirdn las ansias de los ndufragos, 
la halumha de nortes ya difuntos, 
el solo bamboleo de los mares. 

Coscos de chispa y pdlvora, jinetes 
sin alma y sin montura entre los trigos; 
basilicas de escomhros, levantadas 
trombas de fuego, sangre, cal, ceniza, 

Pero tambidn, un sol en cada brazo, 
el alba aviadora, pez de oro, 
sobre la frente un niitnero, una letra, 
y en el pico una carta azul, sin setlo. 

Nuncio— la voz, electrica, y la cola- 
del aceleramiento de los astros^ 
del confin del amor, del estampido 
de la fosa mecdnica del mundo. 

Sabed de mi, que dije por teUfono 
mi madrigal dindmico a los hombres: 

^Quiin eres tA, de acero, estafio y plotno? 

—Un reldmpago mas, la nueva vida* 

CFalta el {dHmo ptiego,") 

Cal y canto 
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Examine my eyes, and you will be hurt 
by the anxieties of lost shipwrecked ones, 
by the piled-up masses of norths, long dead, 
and the lonely restlessness of the seas. 

% 

Horses hoofs of sparks and gunpowder, riders 
^without soul and without saddles among 
the wheatfields; and basilicas of rubbish, 
lofty whirlwinds of fire, blood, lime and ashes. 

, But also, with a sun beneath each aim, 

' the aviator davm, a fish all golden, 
on the forehead a number and a letter, 
in the mouth, without stamp, a blue epistle. 

Messenger— the electric voice and the tail- 
envoy of the acceleration of the stars, 
of the boundary of love, of the roar 
of the mechanical rose of the world. 

Know from me, that I spoke over the telephone 
my dynamic madrigal unto men: 

Who are you, of steel, of tin and of lead? 

—Only one lightning Bash more, the new life. 

(Tke last sheet is lacking.') 
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EL Angel bueno 

Un ano, ya dormido, 

{dguien que no esperaba 
se pato en mi ventana, 

•^/Levdntate! Y mis ojos 
vieron plumas y espadas^ 

Atrds, monies y mares, 
nuhes, picos y alas, 
los ocasos, las albas. 

— /Mfrala ahil Su sueno, 
pendiente de la nada. 

— /Ofa anhelo, pjo mdrtnol, 
fija luz, fijas agttas 
movibles de mi nlmal 

Alguien dip: (Levmtatel 
Ye me encontri en tu estancia. 


Sobre los dngeles 
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THE GOOD ANGEL 

One year, asleep already, 
someone I wasn*t expecting 
stopped in front of my window. 

—Awake! Then to my eyes 
appeared feathers and sword blades. 

Behind us we left mountains 
and seas, clouds, peaks and wings, 
setting suns and auroras. 

—See her yonder! Her dream 
is suspended from nothing. 

—Oh longing, oh firm marble, 
steady light, steady moving 
waters of my soul! 

One said: Awake! And I 
found myself in your dwelling. 
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EL Angel bueno 

Un ano, ya dormido, 

(dguien que no e$fperaha 
se pard en mi ventana, 

•^-fLevdntatel Y mis ojos 
vieron f lumas y esfodas. 

Atrds, monies y mcrres, 
nuhes, picos y alas, 
los ocasos, las albas. 

— /Mfralfl ahil Su sueno, 
pendiente de la nada, 

•^jOh anhelo, pjo mdmol, 
fija luz, pjas aguas 
tnovihles de mi almal 

Alguien dijo: /Levdntatel 
Ye me encontrS en tu estancia. 


Sobre los dngeles 
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THE GOOD ANGEL 

One year, asleep already, 
someone I wasn*t expecting 
stopped in front of my window. 

—Awake! Then to my eyes 
appeared feathers and sword blades. 

Behind us we left mountains 
and seas, clouds, peaks and wings, 
setting suns and auroras. 

—See her yonder! Her dream 
is suspended from nothing. 

—Oh longing, oh firm marble, 
steady light, steady moving 
waters of my soul! 

One said: Awake! And I 
found myself in your dwelling. 
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EL ANGEL DE LOS Nl>MEROS 

Virgenes con escmdras 
y comfaseSf velando 
las celestes fizarras. 

Y el Angel de hs nilmeros, 
pensativo, volando 

del 1 al 2, del z 
al 3, del 3 al 4. 

Tizas jrias y esponjas 
rayahan y horrahan 
la luz de los espacios. 

Ni sol, luna, ni estrellas, 
ni el repentino verde 
del rayo y el relAmpago^ 
ni el mre. S6I0 niehlas. 

Virgenes sin escuadras, 
sin composes, llorando. 

Y en las muertas pizarras, 
el Angel de hs nAmeros, 

&n vida, amortajado 
sobre el i y el 2, 

sohre el 3 , sohre 4 . . . 

Sobre hs Angeles 
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THE ANGEL OF NUMERALS 

Virgins with T-squares 
[and compasses, guarding 
celestial blackboards, 

*And die angel of numerals 
pensively flying 
from 1 to 2, from 2 
to 3, from 3 to 4. 

Dull chalk and wet sponges 
erased and crossed out 
the light of spaces. 

Neither sun, moon, nor stars, 
nor the sudden green 
of the flash of lightning, 

^nor air. Only mist. 

Virgins without squares 
and compasses, weeping. 

And on the blurred blackboards 
the angel of numerals, 
lifeless, shrouded, lying 
on 1 and on 2, 
on 3 and on 4. 
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LOS DOS ANGELES 

Angel de luz, ardiendo, 

/oh, venl, y con tu esfada 
incendia los abismos donde yace 
mi subterrdneo dngel de las niehlas, 

/Oh espadazo en las sombrasi 
Chispas multiples, 
clavdndose en mi cuerpo, 
en mis alas sin plumas, 
en lo que nadie ve, 
vida. 

Me estds quemando vivo, 

Vuela ya de mi, oscuro 
Luzbel de las canteras sin auroras, 
de los pozos sin agua, 
de las simas sin sueno, 
ya carbdn del espiritu, 
sol, luna. 

Me duelen los cdbellos 
y las ansias, /Oh, qu&mamel 
/Mds, mas, si, si, mdsl /Qudmamel 

/Quemalo, dngel de luz, custodio mto, 
que andabas llorando por las nubes, 
tit, sin mi, td, pot mi, 
dngel frio de polvo, ya sin gloria, 
volcado en las tinieblasl 

/Qudmalo, dngel de luz, 
quemame y huyel 


Sobre los dngeles 
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THE TWO ANGELS 

Burning angel of light, 
oh come, and with your sword 
kindle the abyss where lies 
my subterranean angel of mists! 

■* f 

»Oh, sword thrust in the shadows! 

Myriad sparks 
pricking my body, 
my featherless wings, 
there, where no one sees, 
life. 

You are burning me living. 

Now fly from me, dark Lucifer 
of the quarries without dawns, 
of the wells without water, 
of the caverns without sleep, 
now coal of the spirit, 
sun, moon. 

The hairs of my head, and my 
xlo6gings give me pain. Bum me! 

More, more, yes more. Oh, bum me! 

Bum him, oh angel of light, my guardian, 
you who went weeping through the clouds, 
you, without me, for me, 
cold angel of dust, now without glory, 
overturned in the darkness. 

Bum him, angel of light, 
bum me and flee! 
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LOS DOS AmELES 

Angel de luz, ardiendo, 
ioh, vent, y con tu esfada 
incendia los ahismos donde yace 
mi suhterrdneo dngel de las niehlas. 

i'Oh espadazo en las sombrasi 
Ckispas multiples, 
clavdndose en mi cuerpo, 
en mis alas sin plumas, 
en lo que nadie ve, 
vida. 

Me estds quemando vivo, 

Vuela ya de mt, oscuro 
Luzhel de las canteras sin anToras, 
de los pozos sin agua, 
de las simas sin sueno, 
ya carbdn del espiritu, 
sol, luna. 

Me duelen hs cdbellos 
y las ansias. /Oh, quimamel 
/Mas, mas, si, si, mdsl /Qu&inamel 

/Quemalo, dngel de luz, custodio tnto, 
tii que andahas Ihrando por las nuhes, 
Pd, sin mi, Pd, por mi, 
dngel ftio de polvo, ya sin gloria, 
volcado en las tiniehlasl 

/Qudmalo, dngel de luz, 
qudmame y huyel 


Sohre los dngeles 
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THE TWO ANGELS 

Burning angel of light, 
oh come, and with your sword 
kindle the abyss where lies 
my subterranean angel of xnistsl 

Oh, sword thrust in the shadowsi 

Myriad sparks 

pricking my body, 

my featherless wings, 

there, where no one sees, 

life. 

You are burning me living. 

Now fly from me, dark Lucifer 
of the quarries without dawns, 
of the wells without water, 
of the caverns without sleep, 
now coal of the spirit, 
sun, moon. 

The hairs of my head, and my 
Jdfigings give me pain. Bum me! 

More, more, yes more. Oh, bum me! 

Bum him, oh angel of light, my guardian, 
you who went weeping through the clouds, 
you, without me, for me, 
cold angel of dust, now 'without glory, 
overturned in the darkness. 

Bum him, angel of light, 
burn me and flee! 
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EL Angel avaro 

Gentes de las esquinas 

de pueblos y naciones que no estdn en el mapa, 
comentaban, 

Ese hombre estd muerto 
y no lo sabe. 

Quiere asaltar la hanca, 
robar nubes, estrellas, coinetas de oro, 
comprar lo mds dificil: 
el cielo. 

Y ese hombre estd muerto, 

Temblores subterrdneos la sacuden la frente. 
Tumbos de tierra desprendida^ 
ecos desvariados, ^ 
sones confusos da piquetas y azadas, 
los oidos, 

Los ojos, 

luces de acetilenOf 
hUmedas, dureas galerias,- 
El corazdn^ 

explosiones de piedras, jubilos, dinamita, 
Suena con las minas. 


Sobre los Angeles 
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THE AVARICIOUS ANGEL 

People from nooks and comers 

of towns and nations not marked on the map, 

were making comments, 

—That man is dead 
and does not know it. 

He wants to assault the bank, 

to rob the clouds, the stars and the comets of gold, 

to buy what is most difficult: 

heaven. 

And that man is dead. 

Subterranean tremors convulse his forehead. 
Avalanches of loosened earth, 
roaring echoes, 

confused sounds of pickaxe and spade, 
his ears. 

His eyes, 
acetylene lights, 
damp, golden galleries. 

His heart, 

explosions of stone, dynamite, lejoidng. 

He is dreaming of mines. 
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TRES RECUERDOS DEL CIELO 

Hatnenaje a Gustavo Adolfo 
Prologo 

No habian cumplido afios m la rosa ni el arcdngel 
Todo, anterior al balido y al llanto. 

Cuando la Xuz ignoraha todavia ^ 
si el mar naceria nirio o nina, 

Cuando el viento sonaba melenas que peinar 
y claveles el fuego que encender y mejillas 
y el agua unos labios parados donde heber, 

Todo, anterior al cuerpo, al nowbre y al tiempo, 
Entonces, yo recuerdo que, una vez, en el cielo . . . 


Primer Recuerdo 

, . . una azucena tronchada . , • 
G. A. Becquer, 

Paseaba con un dejo de azucena que piensa, 
cast de pdjaro que sabe ha de nacer, 

Mirdndose sin verse a una Inna que le hacia 
espejo el sueno 

y a un silencio de nieve, que le elevaba los pies, 

A un silencio asomada. 

Era anterior al arpa, a la Iluvia y alas palabras. 

No sahia, 

Blanca alumna del aire, 

temblaba con las estrellas, con la flor y los drboles, 

Su tallo, S7i verde talle. 
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Tf^EE MEMORIES OF HEAVEN 

Homage to Oa&iavo Adolfo 
Prologue 

Nor rose nor archangel had come into being. 

All before there was bleating and weeping. 

When light was ignorant still 
if the sea would be bom boy or girl. 

When the wind dreamed of loose locks it might comb 
and carnations of cheeks and fires to inflame 
and water of lips all ready to drinL 
All, before there was flesh, name or time. 

Then, I remember that, once, up in heaven . . . 


First Recolleotion 

... a hroken lily . . . 

G. A. Bdcquer. 

-was wandering, a broken lily in my hand that was thinking, 
almost as a bird that knows it is to be bom. 

Gazing at herself, without seeing, in a moon that sleep was 
offering as a mirror, 

and in a silence of snow that was bearing up her feet. 

Leaning out of the silence. 

Fpf iuvas before the harp, rain and words existed. 


She did no 


le did not know. 

Fair disciple of the air, 

she was trembling with the stars, with the flowers and the trees. 
Her stalk, her slender green form. 
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Con las estrellas mias 
que, ignoTcmtes de todo, 
for cavar dos lagunas en sus ojos 
la ahogaron on dos mares* 

y recuerdo . . . 

Nada mis: muerta, alejarse. 

Sbcundo Rbcuerdo 

. . . rumor de hesos y hatir de alas . . . 
G. A. Bdcquer, 

Tambidn antes, 

mucho antes de la rebeltdn de las sombras, 
de que al mundo cayeran flumas incendladas 
y un fdjaro fudiera ser vnierto pot un lirio. 

Antes, antes que tit me freguntaras 
el niknero y el $itio de mi cuerpo* 

Mucho antes del cuerpo, 

En la dfoca del alma* 

Cuando tH abriste en la f rente sin corona, del cielo, 
la primera dinastta del sueno* 

Cuando tu, al mirarme en la nada, 
inventaste la primera palabta* 

Entonces, nuestro encuentro* 

Tbeobr Rscuerdo 

. . . detrds del ahanico de plumas y deem ... 
G* A. Bdequer. 

Aiin los valses del cielo no habian desposado al 
jazmin y la nieve. 
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Trembling with my stars 
that were ignorant of all, 
having hollowed two lakes in her eyes 
they were drowning her in two seas. 

I remember , . • 

Nothing more: in death she was withdrawing. 

Second REcoixBonoN 

... a sound of kisses and heating of wings . . . 
G. A. Bicquer, 

Before also, 

long before the rebellion of shadows, 
when there fell to the earth burning feathers 
and a bird might be killed by a lily. 

Before, even before you asked me 
the number and the place of my body. 

Long before there was body, 
in the epoch of soul. 

When you opened in the uncrowned forehead of the sky 
the first dynasty of dream. 

When you beholding me in nothingness, 
invented the very first word. 

At that time was our meeting. 

Third REcoiXEcnoN 

. . • behind the fan of feathers and gold • . . 
G. A. Bdcquer, 

As yet the waltzes of the sky ‘had not married the jessamine 
and the snow, 
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?ti los aires fensado en la posible miisica de tu$ 
cahelloSf 

ni decretado el rey que la violeta se enterrara 
en un libro. 

No. 

Era la era en que la golondrina viajdha 
sin miestras iniciales en el pico. 

En que las campanulas y las enredaderas 
morian sin halcones que escalar y estrellas. 

La era 

\ 

en que al hombro de un ave no habia flor que 
apoyara la caheza. 

Entonces, deirds de tu ahanico, nuestra luna primerat 

Sohre los dngeles 
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and the winds had not thought of the possible music of your 
hair, 

nor had the king decreed that the violet should he buried in 
abQoj^:. 

It was the era when the swallow travelled 
without our initials in his beak. 

^When the bells of the morning glory and climbing vines 
died without balconies to entwine and stars. 

The era 

in which there was no flower that might lay its head on the 
shoulder of a bird. 

Then, back of your fan, rose our first moon. 
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EL ALBA DENOMINADORA 

A emhestidas suaves y rosas, la madrugada te iha foniendo 
nomhres: 

SueHo equivocado, Angel sin salida, Mentira de 'Iluvia en 
hoscfue. 

Al lindero de mi alma que recuerda los rios, 
indecisaj dudd, inmovih 

ftVertida estreUa, Confusa luz en llanto, Cristal sin voces? 

No. 

Error da nieve en agua, tu nontbre. 

Sobre los Angeles 
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THE NAME^IVING AURORil 

With delicate, rosy assaults the dawn was giving you 
names: 

Mistaken Dream, Hopeless Angel, Delusion of Rain in 
the Forest. 

On the borders of my soul which remembers the rivers, 
inesolute, she paused in doubt, motionless: 

Outpoured Star, Confused light in Teats, Voiceless Crystal? 

No. 

Error of Snow on Water, your name. 
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LOS Angeles moertos 

Buscad, huscadlos: 

en el insomnio de las cahenas olvidadas, 

en hs cauces interruwpidos por el silencio de las basuras. 

No lejos de los charcos incapaces de guardar una nube, 
unos ojos perdidos, 
una sortija rota 
0 una estrella pisoteada. 

Porque yo los he visto: 

en esos escomhros momentdneos qua aparecen en las fiehlinas, 

Porque yo hs he tocado: 

en el destierro de un ladrillo difunto, 

venido a la nada desde una tone o un carro. 

Nunca mas alld de las chimeneas que se derrumhan 
ni de esas hojas fenaces que se estampan en los zapatos, 

En todo esto. 

Mas en esas ostilZos vagahundas que se consumen nn fuego, 
en esas ausencias hundidas que sufren los tnuebles desven- 
cijados, 

no a mucha distancia de hs nomhres y signos que se enfrian 
en las paredes. 

Buscad^ buscadhs: 

dehajo de la gota de cera que sepulta la palabra de un libro 
o la prma de uno de esos rincones de cartas 
que true rodando el polvo. 

Cerca del casco perdido de una hotella, 
de una suela extraviada en la nieve, 

de una navaja de afeitar dbandonada al horde de un predpido^ 

Sobre los dngeles 
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DEAD ANGELS 

^Jaook, yes, look for them ; 
in the insomnia of forgotten water-pipes, 
in ditches choked by the silence of refuse. 

Not far from puddles too small to reflect a doud, 
or lost eyes, 
a broken ring, 
or a trampled star. 

Because I have seen them: 

in that debris which appears for a moment in the mist. 

Because I have touched them; 

in the banishment of a broken brick, 

come to naught, fallen from a tower or a cart. 

Never far from chimneys that are crumbling, 
nor from those clinging leaves that imprint themselves on the 
sole of a shoe. 

In all tills. 

But also in those scattered bits of wood that consume them- 
selves without fire, 

in those collapsed absences which rickety furniture sufEers, 
not very far from the names and signs that grow cold on walls. 

Look, yes, look for them: 

under the drop of wax which buries the word in a book, 
or the signature on one of those comers of letters 
which blow around in the dust. 

Near the broken fragments of a discarded bottle, 

an old shoe lost in the snow, 

and a razor thrown away on the edge of a predpice. 


^9 
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LOS Angeles muertos 

Buscad, buscadlos: 

en el insomnio de las canertas olvidadas, 

en los cauces interrumpidos por el silencio de las hasuras. 

No lejos de los charcos incapaces de guardar una nuhe, 
unos ojos perdidos, 
una soTtija rota 
0 una estrella pisoteada. 

Porque yo Zos he visto: 

en esos escotnhros momentdneos que aparecen en las nThlinas. 

Porque yo los he tocado: 

en el destierro de un ladrillo difunto, 

venido a la nada desde una tone o un carro. 

Nunca mds alld de las chimeneas qua se derrumhan 
ni de esas hojas ten aces que se estampan en los zapatos, 

En todo esto. 

Mas en esas astillas vagabundas qne se consumen sin fuego, 
en esas ausencias hundidas que sufren los muebles desvm- 
cijados, 

no a mucha distancia de los nombres y signos que se enfrian 
en las parades, 

Buscad, buscadlos: 

debajo de la gota de cera que sepulta la palahta de un lihro 
o la prma de uno de esos rincones de cartas 
que trae rodando el polvo, 

Cerca del casco perdido de una botella, 
de una suela extraviada en la nieve, 

de una navaja de afeitar abandonada al horde de un predpido. 

Sobre hs dngeles 
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DEAD ANGELS 


Look, yes, look for them: 

Mn the insomnia of forgotten water-pipes, 
in ditches choked by the silence of refuse. 

^ Not far from puddles too small to reflect a cloud, 
or lost eyes, 
a broken ring, 
or a trampled star. 


Because I have seen them: 

in that debris which appears for a moment in the mist. 

Because I have touched them: 

in the banishment of a broken brick, 

come to naught, fallen from a tower or a cart. 

Never far from chimneys that are crumbling, 
nor from those clinging leaves that imprint themselves on the 
sole of a shoe. 


In all this. 

But also in those scattered bits of wood that consume them- 
selves without fire, 

in those collapsed absences which rickety furniture sufiEeis, 
not very far from the names and signs that grow cold on walls. 

Look, yes, look for them: 

under the drop of wax which buries the word in a book, 
or the signature on one of those comers of letters 
which blow around in the dust. 

Near the broken fragments of a discarded bottle, 

an old shoe lost in the snow, 

and a razor thrown away on the edge of a precipice. 
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eleg/a a GARCILASO 

(Luna 1503-1536) 

, . - antes de tiempQ y cast en flor cortodo, 
G> de h Vega, 

Hubierais visto llorar sangre a las yedras ctiando el agua mds 
triste se fasd toda una voche velando a tin yelmo ya 
sin alma, 

a un ydmo moributndo sdbre nw rosa nacida eti el vaho que 
dvsrme los espejos de los castillos 
a esa hora en que los nardos mas secos se acuerdaii de sii vlda 
al ver que las violetas difuntas ahandonan sus cajas 
y los laAdes se ahogan por arrullarse a si misfnos. 

Es verdad que los fosos inventaron el stieno y los fantasims. 

Y no s6 lo que mira en las almenas esa imndvil amadura vacia, 

jC&mo hay luces que decretan tan pronto la agonta de las 
espadas 

si piensan en que un lirio es vigilado por hojas que duran 
mucho mds tiempo? 

Vivir poco y llorando es el stno de la nieve que equivoca su ruta. 
En el sur siempre es cortada cast en flor el ave fria. 


Sermones y moradas 
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ELEGY FOR GARCILASO 

. . . hefore his time and almost in 

the pjwer of his youth cut off , 
Garcilaso de la Vega. 

You might have seen the ivy weeping blood when the saddest 
water passed the night keeping guard over a soulless 
helmet, 

a helmet dying on a rose that was bom in the vapor that brings 
sleep to the castles* mirrors 

at that hour when withered tube-roses are recalling their past 
lives 

seeing that dead violets forsake their sheaths 

and lutes are silent having lulled themselves to rest. 

It is true that phantoms and dream were the invention of the 
castle's moat, 

I do not know what it is on the battlements that watches that 
empty, motionless armor, * 

How is it there are lights that so soon decree the agony of 
swords 

vi^l^en they think that a lily is guarded by sword-blades that 
^ long outlive it? 

Tojiv^a short time w eepin g is ^e fate of the snow which 
mistakes its way. “ 

In the south, a bird of cold climes is always cut off almost in 
the flower of its youth. 




JE>milio Prados 

i 4 ^ 

E milio PRADOS was bom in 1899 in Malaga. There he started, 
with Manuel Altolaguine, the printing house and literary magazine 
LitaraL For a while he retired from literary activities, but during 
the Spanish Civil War he joined the group of poets on the republican 
side. Now he is a refugee in Mexico, where he works at the Seneca 
publishing house. 

Angel Valbuena Prat says of the early writings of Emilio Prados; 
“ Subtlety, rhythm of repetitions, chiselled images illuminate these first 
books, which eschihit a type of composition whose structure is original 
with Prados . . . His later compositions, like those of Luis Gemuda and 
Vicente Aleixandre, reveal die passage to the solemn, infinite dimension, 
in a type of creation more free from formal ties, hut also demanding 
greater depth.” 


Books of poetry published: TiempOt Malaga, 1925; Canchnes del 
farero, Malaga, 1925; Vuelta, Malaga, J927; Lhnio en la Sangre, 
Valencia, 1937; Cancionero menor, Barcelona, 1938; Mentorta del ohido 
(Ctierpo perseguido.^Fonnas de h huida,-^Nuevos vinculos.^s ^ 
--Memoria de poesh). Mexico, 1940; Minima muerte, Mexico, 1944. 
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Cerrd mi pncrtn al mundo; 
se me perdid la came por el sueno . . , 
Me quede, intemo, mcigico, invisible, 
desntido como un cicgo, 

Lleno hasta el mismo horde de los ojos, 
me ilumine por dentro. 

Tremuh, transparente, 
me quede sohre el viento, 
igual que un vaso limpio 
de agua pura, 
como un angel de vidrio 
en un espejo. 


Ctterpo perseguido 


Mi frente estd cansada como un rio* 

Yo pienso en tl porque soy como un auerpo. 
Tu mano me dbanica lejos por la inemoria. 

La muerte estd sonando mi piel por tu ceniza. 

Yo te husco en mis pdrpados 
igual que en un espejo; 
pero el mundo ha perdido 
Stt tazdn por la sangre, 
y, huyendo de tu cuerpo, 
sue^o que te persigo . . . 

Ya no se si es que cierro los ojos 
o es que estoy silencioso a tu lado. 


Formas de la huida 
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I closed my door to the world; 

I lost my flesh through dream . . . 
'tremained within myself, magical, invisible, 
as naked as one blind. 

Filled up to the brim of my eyes, 

I lighted myself within. 

Trembling and transparent, 

I remained on the wind, 
even as a clear vessel 
of pure water, 
like an angel of glass 
in a mirror 


My forehead is weary as a river. 

I think of you for I am like a corpse. 

Your hand fans me far off in memory. 
Death is dreaming of my skin in your ashes. 

I seek you in my eyelids 
even as in a mirror; 
but the world has lost 
all its reason in blood, 
and, fleeing from your body, 

I dream that 1 follow you. 

I do not know if I close my eyes 
or if I am silent at your side. 
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ENERO DIEZ 

estd quedando la noche 
sin came, temblando viva 
como un ojo. 

iQui alias vuelan 
sus estrellasl iQne hondas hrilhn 
hajo los combos silencios, 
dentro de la hueca Unfa 
del aire, que—herido espejo^, 
entre sombras agoniza! 
iQue soledad sobre el Mundo 
derrama el aire en su huidal 
/QnS oscura yema de suenos 
ertgendra con su agonia! 
lQu6 alia fruta de milagros 
deja en el cielo prendida 
como fioT de oro y de sombra 
par limpios vidrios cautival 
iQui lecho para el descanso 
bajo su sangre nos brinda! 

Se estd quedando la noche 
sin came, temblando viva. 


Formas de la huida 
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/ JANUARY TENTH 

The night is little by little 
losing £esh, trembling alive 
as an eye. 

How high the stars 
are flying! How deeply, brightly 
they shine under the curved silences 
and within the hollow fluid 
of the air— a wounded mirror— 
that between shadows is djdngl 
In its flight, how the air scatters 
solitude over the world! 

What dusky blossoms of dream 
does it bring forth in its agony! 
What wondrous fruitage of miracle 
it leaves caught up in the sky 
like flower of gold and shadow 
held captive in limpid crystal! 

What a soft bed for the weary 
beneath its blood we are offered! 

The night is little by little 
losing flesh, trembling alive. 
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ENERO DIEZ 

Se estd quedando la noche 
sin came, temblando viva 
como un ojo. 

iQu6 alias vuelan 
sus estrellasl iQue hondas hrillan 
hajo los comhos silencios, 
dentro de la hueca Unfa 
del aire, que-^herido espejo— , 
entre sombras agonizal 
jQue soledad sobre el Mundo 
derrama el aire en sh hutdal 
iQni oscura yema de suenos 
engendra con szt agonia! 
iQue alia fruta de milagros 
deja en el cielo ftendida 
como ^OT de oro y de somhra 
poT limpios vidrios cautival 
iQui lecho para el descanso 
bajo su sangre nos brindal 

Se estd quedando la noche 
sin came, temblando viva. 
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I JANUARY TENTH 

The night is little by little 
losing flesh, trembling alive 
as an eye. 

How high the stars 
are flying! How deeply, brightly 
they shine under the curved silences 
and within the hollow fluid 
of the air— a wounded mirror— 
that between shadows is dying! 

In its flight, how the air scatters 
solitude over the worldl 
What dusky blossoms of dream 
does it bring forth in its agonyl 
What wondrous fruitage of miracle 
it leaves caught up in the sky 
like flower of gold and shadow 
held captive in limpid crystal! 

What a soft bed for the weary 
beneath its blood we are offered! 

The night is little by little 
losing flesh, trembling alive. 
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''FORMA DE LA HUIDA^^ 

Si en este espejo yo hubiera 
dejado, al inne, encerrado 
mi cuerpo; en $u luz tapiado 
vivo; emplazado en sus agitas, 
ahora en 61, como el recuerdo 
de un muerto se va cuajando 
despacio en la memoria, 
mi came se iria cuajando 
lenta, de nuevo en su luna, 
y, en pie, desnuda, flotando, 
a su orilla desde el fondo 
suhiria, igual quc Ldzaro 
desde sus hondas tiniebhs 
subid hasta el mnndo . . . 

iQue bianco 

lirio, mi cuerpo en su cstrecha 
puerta alzartal /Qu6 alto 
narciscol iQue estTcllal iQu6 
fino arboll 

Vivo, tetnblando 
--toda la flor de mi entrana 
laiiendo hecha luz^, brillando . # • 
jQu6 ventana de mi mismo 
me aSonria en su milagrol 
/Qu6 estampa de fe al silencio 
daria mi ejemplo clarol 
No que ahora, vencido, vengo 
por fuera a su luna y caigo 
a ella de golpe, sin vida, 
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A FORM OF FLIGHT 

If I had left at my going, 
my body locked in diis mirror, 
walled up alive in its light, 
imprisoned fast in its waters, 
now in it, as the remembrance 
of the dead slowly congeals 
in the memory, even so 
my flesh would be congealing 
slowly, once more in its moon, 
and standing up, naked, floating 
to its shore, up from the depths 
it would rise, even as Lazarus 
arose out of utter darkness 
into the world . . . 

What a white 
lily, my body at its narrow 
door would arise! What a tall 
Narcissus! What a star! What 
a slender tree! 

Living, trembling 
—all the flower of my vitals 
pulsating into light—, shining . . . 
What a window of myself 
would open for me in wonder! 
What stamp of faith to the silence 
would my clear reflection give! 
Whereas now, conquered, I come 
from the without to its moon 
and fall in it suddenly lifeless. 
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lo misfno que cd agua el fdjaro 
desde ftiera cae y sc hunde, 
presa de sii dohle engano. 

Sin fe en la vista y sin rosa; 
perdido el amor; parado 
el sueno, vuelvo humillado . . . 
iQud torpe fruto la ausencia 
dejd mordido en mi manol 
/Que negro dolor de sombra 
pegado a mi cuerpo traigol 

Nuevos vinculos 
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just as a bird from without 
falls in the water and is drowned, 
prey of its double deceit. 

Without faith in sight, without 
rose; love lost and the dream stayed, 
1 come back humbled and sad . . . 
How ugly the fruit of absence 
left bitten off in my hand! 

What a black sorrow of shadow 
I bear about with my body! 
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SUENO 

Te llame. Me llamaste, 

Brotamos como rios, 

Alzdronse en el cielo 
los nomhres confundidos, 

Te llamS, Me Uamaste. 

Brotamos como nos. 

Nuestros cuerfos, quedaron 
frente a frente, vactos. 

Te Uamd. Me llcmaste^ 

Brotamos como rios* 

Enire nuestros dos cuerpos, 
ique inolvidahle ahismol 

7 de ahril 
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DREAM 

I called you. You called me. 
We gushed forth like rivers, 
and there arose to heaven 
our two names commingled. 

I called you. You called me. 
We gushed forth like rivers. 
Our bodies still remained 
face to face quite empty. 

I called you. You called me. 
We gushed forth like rivers, 
but between our bodies 
what unforgettable chasm! 
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CONST ANTE AMIGO 

Aunque se rompa la caja 
de mi cancion, el sonido 
ha de quedar stempre en pie 
sobre el aire, 

Firme, entero 
aunque se roinpa el cantor, 

Yo canto mi pensamiento 
y el pensamiento no es mio 
sino de quien me lo da. 

Cuando mi cuerpo estd vivo, 
canto lo qua con el veo, 

Cuando ini cuerpo se vaya 
quedard lo visto eterno. 

Hoy con la guerra me muevo; 
maHana sard en la paz, 
luego en la tierra deshecho. 

Canto lo qua voy pensando; 
lo qua prestado me dan 
con la vida; lo qua tango 
qua entregOTf cuando mi sangre, 
marchita, se niegtie a andar. 

Nada tuve ni me llevo. 

Cuando me llamaban vivo, 
tan s6lo estuve escondido 
dentro de lo qua poseo. 

Que vuelva el barco a la mm, 
qua suha el pdjaro al cielo 
y mi voz vuelva a cantor. 
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CONSTANT FRIEND 

Although the sheath of my song 
may be broken, yet the sound 
must remain ever upright, 
hovering in the air. 

Firm 

and intact, although the song 
be broken. I sing my thought 
and the thought is none of mine 
but his who gives it to me. 
While my body lives I sing 
of what I can see with it. 

When my body goes what I 
have seen will remain eternal. 

Today I move with the war; 
but to-morrow with the peace, 
and then dissolved in the earth. 

I sing of what I am thinking, 
of that which is lent to me 
with my life; of that which I 
must surrender, when my blood, 
grown old, refuses to flow. 

I had nothing, nor do I 
bear away with me anything. 
When they were calling me 
alive, I was only hidden 
within that which I possess, 

Let the ship return to sea, 
let the bird fly up to heaven 
and let my voice once more sing. 
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CANCldN 

Huyendo voy de la miierte, 
vengo huyendo de vii mismo, 
qve ya la mtierte y mi cueifo 
tienen un solo sentido. 

Tanto a mi cuerpo le temo, 
quc no s6 si el estar vivo 
es morir y estar despieito 
o muerto sonar doimido. 

No donde acaha el nndo 
que amarra vii triste $Uio 
con la cuerda do mi sueno, 
sonda de mi propio abismo, 
Abismo mtido cs mi ahna, 
centro oscnro de mi olvido 
adonde el inundo va enttaiido 
igual que en cl mar lo$ rios, 
Miieiio mi citcrpo, en iv.i alma 
vivird el mundo cautivo. 

El mundo muerto, en mi alma 
se alzard mi cuerpo vivo. 
Vencida tengo a la muerte, 
que anduve el mismo camino: 
ella lo anduvo por fuera, 
yo poT dentro de mi mismo. 
Tanto temor padeci 
como halls por fin alivio. 

Hoy no se si vivo o muero 
o en la eternidad habito. 
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SONG 

Fleeing I go from death, and 
I come fleeing from myself, 
because my body and death 
have now only one meaning. 

So much I fear for my body 
that I know not if to live 
is to die and be awake, 
or dead, to dream while asleep. 

I know not where ends the knot 
that ties my sorrowful fate 
fast with the cord of my dream, 
plummet of my own abyss. 

A mute abyss is my soul, 
dark centre of my forgetfulness, 
there where the world now is entering 
as rivers enter the sea. 

My body dead, in my soul 
the world will live on a captive. 

And the world dead, in my soul 
my body will rise up living. 

I now have overcome death, 
for I travelled the same road: 
death moving on the outside 
and I within my own self. 

I suffered from as much fear 
as I found relief at last. 

Now I know not if I live 
or die or dwell in eternity. 
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INVlTACldN A LA MUERTE 

Estoy aqnt. Prepcrrado 
a carninat por lo eterno 
y a sofortar el viaje 
sin sed y sin llanto* 

Mira 

la blanca cmz di mi pecho, 
signo final de la suma 
de mis actos, 

Mira el htierto 
que, sohre el papal, labrado, 
dejo tras mi floreciendo, 

Mira el drbol de mi plutna 
iendido sohre mi huerto. 

Mis pensamientos te rondan 
adn vivos, ya como espectros 
qua aguardan dcsde mi cerca 
tu campana de silencio, 

Detrds de mi cruz se alzan 
los fantasmas de mis hechos, 
al lado izqiiierdo los malos 
y a la derecha los buenos, 
para ahorrarle a la balanza 
de tu justicia, su peso. 

De tanto estar aguardando 
se van cambiando en recuerdos, 
y mi cruz en tu balanza 
y en ti yo mismo en mi cuerpo. 
Yo no si si ya no vienes 
confundida. 

Yo te espero. 
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INVITATION TO DEATH 

Lo, here 1 am all prepared 
to travel through to eternity 
and to endure the long journey 
without thirst and without weeping. 
See the white cross on my breast, 
the final sign of the sum 
of my acts. 

And see the garden 
all worked out on paper, that 
1 leave blooming behind me. 

See too the tree of my pen 
spreading out over my garden. 

My thoughts hovering around you 
still living, now are become 
like spectres that from my wall 
await the bell of your silence. 

Behind my cross there arise 
the phantoms of all my deeds, 
on the l^t side are the evil 
and on the right are the good, 
to spare the scales of your justice 
their weighing. 

So long, long have they been waiting 
they are changing into memories 
and my. cross into your scales, 
and into you I in my body. 

And I know not if you now 
do not come commingled. 

Long 
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imiTACldN A LA MUERTE 

Estoy aqui* Preparado 
a camnar por lo eterno 
y a soportar el viaje 
sin sed y sin llanto. 

Mira 

la hlanca cruz di mi pecho, 
signo final de la suma 
de mis actos* 

Mira el huerto 
que, sohre el papel, labrado, 
dejo tras mt floreciendo, 

Mira el drbol de mi pluma 
tendido sohre mi huerto. 

Mis pensamientos to rondan 
aHn vivoSj ya como espectros 
que aguardan desda mi cerca 
tu campana de silencio. 

Detrds de mi cruz se alzan 
los fantasmas de mis hechos, 
dl lado izquierdo los malos 
y ala derecha los huenoSj 
para ahorrarle a la halanza 
de tu justicia, $n peso. 

De tanto estar aguardando 
se van cambiando en recuerdoSy 
y mi cruz en tu halanza 
y en ti yo mismo en mi cuerpo. 
Yo no se si ya no vienes 
confundida. 

Yo te espero, 
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INVITATION TO DEATH 

Lo, here I am all prepared 
to travel through to eternity 
and to endure the long journey 
without thirst and without weeping. 
See the white cross on my breast, 
the final sign of the sum 
of my acts. 

And see the garden 
all worked out on paper, that 
I leave blooming behind me. 

See too the tree of my pen 
spreading out over my garden. 

My thou^ts hovering around you 
still living, now are become 
like spectres that from my wall 
await the bell of your silence. 

Behind my cross there arise 
the phantoms of all my deeds, 
on the l^t -side are the evil 
and on the right are the good, 
to spare the scales of your justice 
their weighing. 

So long, long have they been waiting 
they are changing into memories 
and my. cross into your scales, 
and into you I in my body. 

And I know not if you now 
do not come commingled. 

Long 
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te he esycrado hora tras hora 
y no has llegado. 

No ta7}ias 

herirme, ya soy iu heimanOf 
hijo de tu propio sueno. 

Yo St que temo. Mi vtda 
de tanto estar en acecho 
y aguarddndote no es vida. 

S6lo es hanera del viento 
mi piel y pared mi pecho 
donde vendados mis ojos 
aguardan tus balas, ciegos. 

Si has de vcnir, ven. Tus alas 
sobre mis espaldas siento, 
y cuando exticndo mis maiws 
pot busca)te no te enctientro 
y ew lugar de iu llegada 
hallo a wi herniano muriendo, 
lQu6 fuenies de la hermosura 
quiehras con sus tallos fieinosi 
Mientras yo, inztiil te aguardo, 
su sangre se va perdiendo, 

Cdmbiate el arco. 

Prepara 

la flecha que estd latiendo 
en el para mu 

Me salvas; 
me libertas , . . 

Estoy preso^ 

Libre te quiero volar 
si he de vivir en tu espejo, 
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hours I have waited for you 
and you have not come. 

Fear not 

to wound me, I am your brother, 
son of your very own dream. 

I, oh yes, I fear. My life, 
for so much lying in ambush 
waiting for you, is not life. 

My skin is only a barrier 
for the wind, my breast a wall 
where my eyes bandaged await 
your bullets, blind. Come then, come. 
Come, if come you must. I feel 
over my shoulders your wings, 
and when I stretch out my hands 
for you I do not find you, 
and instead of your arrival 
I come on my brother dying. 

How many fountains of beauty 
you crush with his tender stalks! 

While I, useless, await you, 
his life-blood is slowly ebbing. 

Change aim, shift your how. 

Make ready 

the arrow that now is quivering 
in it for me. 

You save me; 
set me free . . . 

I am a prisoner. 

I would have you fly unhindered 
if I must live in your mirror. 




'\/icente C:>t^leixanclre 

f f f 

V ICENTE ALEIXANDHE was Lorn in Seville in 1900. Part of 
his childhood was passed in Malaga. He studied Law in Madrid 
and took a business course, starting on a commercial career. Two 
years later, he fell seriously ill and bad to give up all idea of leading a 
professional life. It was then he turned to literature. He had begun 
writing before he was twenty, but up to that time he had never pub* 
lished anything. In 1926 a series of his poems appeared in a literary 
review, and his first hook, Awhito, was published in 1928. In 1933 he 
was awarded the ' Primer Premio Nacional de Literatura * for his hook, 
ha destruccidn 0 el amor, about to be published. 

Pedro Salinas says of this hook; “ Difficult poetry, no doubt. Difficult 
of access, in the ways it reaches the reader hut at bottom as clear and 
obvious in its feeling, in its original poetic essence, as good poetry of all 
time . . . Around the themes of love and grief, in the book of Aleix* 
andze, move all the themes of great romantic poetry. And therefore the 
enigma of the world, its greatness and its mystery . . . The animal and 
the vegetable world, aside from giving themes for many poems in the 
book, constantly intermix with the thoughts and feelings of the poet, 
and the book acquires at moments superb glimpses of virgin forest, where 
ferocious beasts, overgrown plants, great twisting vines surround lost 
man who seeks to find himself among them, struggling with fruitless 
efforts . . . Here in this pantheistic poetry, in this fervent tribute to 
nature in all its forms, is where the hook, in contrast to the dominant 
feeling of destruction, reaches the purest accents of affirmative love for 
natural things and beings, die most burning, loving impulse of lyricism 
of the highest level . . . Since the publication of this book, in the 
gallery of Spanish poets of the twentieth century, the figure of Vicente 
Aleixandie must be conspicuous among those of the very first rank.*’ 

Books of poetry published: Amhito, Malaga, 1928; Es^adas como 
labios, Madrid, 1932; La destruccidn 0 el amor, Madrid, 1935: Pasidn 
de la tlerra, Mexico, 1935; Sonibra del foraiso, Madrid, 1944* 
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SIN LUZ 

El pez espaduj cuyo caftsancio se atrihiiye ante todo 
a la hnposibilidad de horadar a la somhra, 
de sentire en su came la frialdad del fondo de los 
mares donde el negror no amUf 
donde faltan aquellas frescas algas amarillas 
que el sol dora en las primeras agues. 

La tristeza gemehnnda de ese inntdvil pez espada cuyo 
ojo no gira, 

cuya fijeza quieta lastima su pupila^ 
cuya Idgrima reshala entie las aguas mismas 
sin que en ellas se note su amatillo tristisimo, 

El fondo de ese mar donde el inmdvil pez respire con 
sus hranquias tin harro, 
ese agua coma un aire, 
ese polvtlh fino 

que se alborota mintiendo la fantasia de un sue^o, 
que se aplaca mondtono cubriendo el lecho quieto 
donde gravita cl monte althimo, cuyas crestas se 
agftan 

como pechachosi^de un sueHo oscuro, 

Arriba las espumas, cabelleras difusas, 
ignoran los profundos pies de fangOj 
esa imposibilidad de desarraigarse del abisnto, 
de ahorse con unas alas verdes sobre lo seco abisal 
y escaparse ligero sin mledo al sol ardiente. 

Las blancas cahelleraSj las juveniles dichas, 
pugnan hirvientes, pobladas por los peces 
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WITHOUT LIGHT 

The sword-fish whose weariness is imputed above all 
to the impossibility of piercing the shade, 
of feeling in his flesh the coldness of the depths of 
the sea where the darkness does not love, 
where there are none of those fresh yellow seaweeds 
that the sun turns to gold in the surface waters. 

The moaning sorrow of that motionless sword-fish 
whose eye does not turn, 
whose quiet stillness works harm to his eyes, 
whose tears slip into the very waters 
without their most sad yellowness being obser\^ed. 

The depths of the sea ^vhere the motionless fish with 
his gills breathes mire, 
that water like air, 
that fine dust 

which becomes agitated pretending the fantasy of a dream, 
which becomes calm monotonously covering the quiet bed 
where heavily rests the very high mountain whose 
crests tremble 

like the dreadful breast— yes— of an obscure dream. 

Above the foaming waves, loosened tresses, 
do not know the deep sediment of slime, 
that impossibility of uprooting themselves from the abyss, 
of rising with green wings above the dull chasm 
and escaping lightly without fear to the burning sun. 

The white tresses, the juvenile joys, 
inhabited by fish— by that growing life 
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— por la crcciente vida qtie aliora amfieza--, 
for elevar sit voz al aire joven^ 
dondc im sol fnlgurante 
hace flata el amor y oro los abrazos, 
las f teles conjjigadas, 

ese umise los y echos como las fortelezas que se 
aflacan fundUndose. 

Pero el fondo palpita como un solo pez abandoitado. 

De nada sirve que una frente gozosa 
se incTuste en el azul como un sol que se da, 
como amor que visita a humanas criaturas. 

De nada sirve que un mar inmenso entero 

sienta sus paces entre espumas como si fueran pdjaros* 

El calor qtte le roba el quieto fondo opaco, 
la base inconmovible de la milenaria cohmna 
que aplasia un ala de ruiseHor ahogado, 
un pico que caniaha la evasidn del amor, 
gozoso entre unas phinias templadas a un sol nuevo* 

Ese prof undo oscuro donde no existe el llanto, 
donde un ojo no gira en su^ cudvano seco, 
pez espada que no puede horadar a la somhra, 
donde aplacado el limo no iinita un sue^o agotado. 


La destruccidn o el mor 
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that now begins— seethingly struggle 
to raise their voices in the young air, 
where a shining sun 

turns love to silver and embraces to gold, 
the meeting skins, 

that uniting of breasts like fortresses that make peace 
by merging. 

But the depths palpitate like a lone forsaken fish. 

It serves not at all that a joyful countenance 
may encase itself in azure like a sun that surrenders, 
like the love that visits our human breasts. 

It serves not at all that a whole immense sea 
may feel its fish amidst foam as if they were birds. 

The heat that robs him of the calm opaque depths, 
the immovable base of the centuries-old column 
that crushes a wing of the drowned nightingale, 
a bird that was singing the escape of love, 
happily amidst feathers tempered by a new sun. 

That profound darkness where there is no weeping, 
where an eye does not turn in its dry socket, 
sword-fish that cannot pierce the shade, 
where the mire appeased does not imitate an exhausted 
dream. 
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— por la creciente vida quc ahora eiupieza— , 
por elevar sn voz al aire joven, 
dondc ttn sol fulgurante 
hace plata el amor y oro los ahrazos^ 
las pieles conpigadas, 

ese uiiirse los pechos como las fortelezas qtie $e 
aplacan fnndidndose* 

Pero el fondo palpita como un solo pez abandonado, 

De nada sirve que una f rente gozosa 
se incruste en el azul como un sol que se da, 
como amor que visita a humanas criaturas, 

De nada sirve que %m mar inmenso entero 

sienta sus paces evtre espumas como si fueran pdjaros, 

El color que le roha el quieto fondo opaco, 
la base inconmovible de la milenaria columna 
que aplasia un ala de ruisefior ahogado, 
un pico que caniaba la cvasidn del amor, 
gozoso entre unas phmas templadas a un sol nuevo. 

Ese profundo oscuro donde no existe el llanto, 
donde un ojo no gira en su, cu&oano seco, 
pez espada que no puede horadar a la sombra, 
donde aplacado el limo no unita un suefio agotado. 


La destruccidn o el amor 


VICENTE ALEIXANDRE 


303 


that now begins— seethingly struggle 
to raise their voices in the young air, 
where a shining sun 

turns love to silver and embraces to gold, 
the meeting skins, 

that uniting of breasts like fortresses that make peace 
by merging. 

But the depths palpitate like a lone forsaken £sh. 

It serves not at all that a joyful countenance 
may encase itself in azure like a sun that surrenders, 
like the love that visits our human breasts. 

It serves not at all that a whole immense sea 
may feel its fish amidst foam as if they were birds. 

The heat that robs him of the calm opaque depths, 
the immovable base of the centuries-old column 
that crushes a wing of the drowned nightingale, 
a bird that was singing the escape of love, 
happily amidst feathers tempered by a new sun. 

That profound darkness where there is no weeping, 
where an eye does not turn in its dry socket, 
sword-fish that cannot pierce the shade, 
where the mire appeased does not imitate an exhausted 
dream. 


304 


CONrEMrORAUY SPANISH l^OETRY 


VEN SIEMPRE, VEN 

No fe acerques. Tw frente, tn ardiente f rente, tu encendida 
frentc, 

las huellas de unos hesos, 

ese resplandot que aun de dia se siente si te acercas, 
ese resplandor contagiosa que me queda en las monos, 
ese rh luminoso en que hundo mis hrazos, 
en el que cast no me atrevo a heher, pot temor despues a ya 
una dura vida de lucero. 

No quiero que vivas en mi como vive la luz, 

con ese ya aislamiento de estrella que se une con su luz, 

a quien el amor se niega a travds del espacio 

duro y azul que separa y no une, 

donde cada lucero inaccesihle 

es una sohdad que, gentehunda, envia su tristeza. 

La sohdad destella en el mundo sin amor. 

La vida es una vhida corteza, 
una rugosa piel inmdvil 

donde el homhre no puede encontrar su descanso,, 
por mds que aplique su sue-fio contra un astro apagado. 

Pero tH no te acerques. Tu frente destellante, carb6n encendido 
que me arrebata a la propia conclencia, 
duelo fulgdreo en que de pronto siento la tentacidn de morir, 
de quemarme los labios con tu roce indeleble, 
de senrir mi came deshacerse contra tu diamante ahrasador. 

No te acerques, porque tu heso se prolonga como el choque 
imposihle de las estrellas, 
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COME ALWAYS, COME 

Do not draw near. Your forehead, your passionate burning 
brow, 

the traces of kisses, 

that radiance that even by day is felt if you draw near, 
that contagious radiance that is left in my hands, 
that luminous river in which I plunge my arms, 
of which I scarce dare drink, for fear afterwards of the cruel 
life of brightness. 

I would not have you live in me as lives the light, 

with that isolation of a star that unites with its light, 

to whom love is denied across the cruel blue space 

which separates and does not unite, 

where each inaccessible star 

is a solitude that, groaning, sends forth its sadness. 

Solitude sparkles in the world without love. 

Life is a brilliant bark, 

a rough immovable skin 

where man cannot find his repose, 

however he may apply his dream against a spent star. 

But do not draw near. Your sparkling forehead, a glowing coal 
that snatches me from my own conscience, 
flashing sorrow in which suddenly 1 feel the temptation to die, 
to scorch my lips with your ineffaceable friction, 
to feel my flesh consume itself against your burning diamond. 

Do not draw near, because your kiss is prolonged like the 
impossible clash of the stars, 
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coma el espacio qnc siibitanicnte se incendia, 
iter propagador donde la de$trucci6n de los mundos 
es un 'imtco corazon qtic totahnente se ahrasa, 

Ven, veti, van como el carbon extinto oscuro qua encierra una 
miierte; 

ven como la noche ciega qua me acerca su rostro; 
ven como los dos labios marcados por el rojo, por esa Unea large 
qua fiinde los metales, 

Ven, ven, amor into; ven, hermetica frente, redondez caii 
rodante 

que luces como una orhita que va a niorir an mis brazos; 

ven como dos ojos o dos profundas soledades, 

dos imperiosas llcmadas de una hondura que no conozco. 

jVm, vm, wuerle, txmor, ven pronto, te dcstruyo; 
ven, que quiaro matur o amar o mortr o darta todo; 
ven, que ruedas como liviana piedra, 
confundida como una luna que me pide mis rayosi 
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like space that suddenly breaks into Same^ 
generating ether where the destruction of worlds 
is a single heart that consumes itself wholly. 

Come, come, come like the burnt-out coal that imprisons 
death; 

come like the blind night that brings your face near me; 
come like two lips marked with red, by that long line that fuses 
metals. 

Come, come, my love; come sealed brow, roundness almost 
revolving 

that glows like an orb that is going to die in my arms; 

come like two eyes or two deep solitudes, 

two imperious calls from a depth unknown to me. 

Come, come, deatii, love; come quickly, I destroy you; 
come, for I would kill or love or die or give you all; 
come, for you toll like a fickle stone, 
bewildered as a moon that asks of me my raysl 
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VEN, VEN ri) 

Alld donde el 77tar no golpea, 

donde la tristeza saciide su melena de vidriOj 

donde el aVtento suavemente espirado 

no e$ mariposa de metaly sino un aire» 

Un aire hlando y ^uave 

donde las palairas se murmman como a un oido. 

Donde resuenan unas debiles plumas 
que en la oreja rosada son el amor qua insisie. 

^Qui6n me quiere? (^Quidn dice que el amor es un hacha 
doblada, 

un cansancio qtie parte por h cinfura el ouerpo, 
un Of CO dolorosa por donde pasa la luz 
ligeramente sin tocar minca a nadie? 

Los drholes del hosque cantan como si fueran aves, 

Un brazo intnenso abarca in selva como um cintura, 

Un pdjaro dorado por la luz que no acdba 

busca siempre unos labios por donde huir de su cdrceL 

Eero el mar no golpea como un corazdn, 

ni el vidrio o cabelleta de una lejana piedra 

hace mds que asumir todo el hrilh del sol sin devolverlo, 

Ni hs peces innumerables que puSlan ottos ciehs 
son mds que las lentisimas aguas de una pupila remota. 

Entonces este bosque, esta mota de sangTe, 

este pdjaro que se escapa de un pecho, 

este aliento que sale de unos labios entreabiertos, 

esta pareja de mariposas que en algdn punto va a anuxrse • « • 
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COME, COME THOU 

There where the sea does not pulsate, 
where sorrow shakes its mane of glass, 
where the breath gently exhaled 
is not a butterfly of metal, but an air. 

A soft gentle air 

where words murmur a$ at an ear. 

Where echo a few feeble feathers 

that in the rosy ear are the love that insists. 

Who loves me? Who says that love is a strong axe, 
a weariness that cleaves the body through the centre, 
a sorrowful arch through which passes the light 
lightly without ever touching anyone? 

The trees of the forest sing as if they were birds. 

An immense arm encircles the wood as if it were a body. 

A bird made golden by the lingering light 

seeks ever for lips dirough which to escape from his prison. 

But the sea does not beat as does a heart, 
neither do the glass, nor the tresses of a far off stone 
do more than attract all the brightness of the sun without 
giving it forth. 

nor are the numberless fish that live in other heavens 
more than the slowest waters of a distant eye. 

Then this forest, this drop of blood, 
this bird that escapes from the breast, 
this breath that exhales from half open lips, 
this pair of butterflies that at any point are going to make 
love . . , 
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Este OTcja que 'prdxima cscacha mis palabras, 

esta came que amo con mis besos de aire, 

este cuerpo quo estrecho covio si fuera tm nombre, 

esta Iluvia que cae sobre ml cuetfo extenso, 

este frescor de un cielo en el que unos dientes sonrien, 

en el que unos brazos se alargan, en que tin sol atnanece, 

en que una musica total canta invadidndolo iodo, 

mientras el cartdn, hs ctierdas, las falsas telas, 

la dolorosa arpilleray el mundo rechazadoj 

se retira como un mar que muge sin destino, 

L.a destrucddn o el amor 
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This near-by ear that listens to my words, 

this flesh that I caress with my lips of air, 

this body that 1 clasp as if it were a name, 

this rain that falls on my stretched out body, 

this freshness of heaven in which some teeth are smiling, 

where arms stretch out, where a sun is rising, 

where a universal music sings invading all, 

whilst the cardboard, the cords, the false fabrics, 

the sad sackcloth, the rejected world, 

draws back as a sea that roars without destiny. 
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QUIERO SABER 

Dime pronto el secreto de tu existence, 
quiero saher por qnc la ptedra no es pluma, 
ni el corazdn un drhol delicado, 
ni por que esa nina que muere entre dos venas rios 
no se va hacia la mar como todos los buques, 

Quiero saher si el corazdn es una Iluvia o margenf 
lo que se queda a un lado cuando dos se sonrien, 

0 es sdh la frontera eniie dos manos nuevas 
que estrechan una picl caliente que no separa, 

Fhr, risco o dttda, o sed o solo Idtigo: 
el mundo todo es uno, la ribeia y el pdrpado, 
ese ainarlllo pdjaro que diierme entre dos lahios 
cuando el alba pcneiru con esfuerzo en el dia» 

Quiero saber si un puente es hierro o es anhelo, 
esa dificultad de unir dos curnes intimas, 
esa separacidn de los pechos tocados 
por una flecha mieva surtida" entre lo verde, 

Musgo o luna es lo misniOj lo que a nadie sorprende^ 
esa cartcia lenta que de noche a los cuerpos 
recorre como pluma o lahios que ahora llueuen* 

Quiero saber si el rio se aleja de st mismo 
estrechando unas formas en silencio, 
catarata de cuerpos que se aman como espuma, 
hasta dor en la mar como el placer cedido. 
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I WOULD KNOW 

Tell me quickly the secret of your existence; 

I would know why, the stone is not a feather, 
nor the heart a delicate tree, 

or why that little girl who is dying between two rivet veins 
does not sail towards the sea like all ships. 

I would know if the heart is a rain or a margin, 
that which remains at one side when two smile at each other, 
or is it only the frontier between two young hands 
that press a warm skin that does not divide. 

Flower, crag or doubt, or thirst or sun or whip : 
the whole world is one, the shore and the eyelid, 
that yellow bird that sleeps between two lips 
when the dawn penetrates with effort into the day. 

I would know if a bridge is iron or is longing, 
that problem of imiting two intimate bodies, 
that separation of two breasts pierced 
by an arrow newly sprung from out the green. 

Moss or moon is the same, that which surprises no one, 
that slow caress which at night passes over bodies 
like down or lips that now rain. 

1 would know if the river recedes from itself 
pressing some forms in silence, 
a waterfall of bodies that love as the foam, 
until it teaches the ocean like pleasure surrendered. 
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Los gritos son estacas de silbo, son lo hincado, 
descs'peracidn viva de ver los brazes cortos 
alzados hacia el cielo cn siiplicas de hms, 
cabezas doloridas qtte arriba djtermon, bogan, 
sin respirar aiin conio Idminas tnrbias. 

Quiero saber si la noche ve abajo 
cnerpos blancos de tela echados sobre tierra, 
rocas falsas, cartones, hihs, piel, agua quieta, 
pdjaros como Idminas aplicadas al suelo, 

0 rumores de hierro, bosque virgen al hotnbre, 

Quiero saber altura, mar vago o infinitoj 
si el mar es oculta duda que me embriaga 
cuando el viento traspone crespones iransparentes, 
sombra, pesos, marfiles, tormenias alargadas, 
lo morado cautivo qne mas alia invisible 
50 debate, o jauria de dulces asechanzas. 


La destrticcidn o el amor 
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The cries are stakes of whistling, they are the driven, 
living desperation to see the too short arms 
reaching towards heaven in quest of moons, 
aching heads that sleep above, that row 
without even breathing like indistinct pictures. 

I would know if the night sees below 
white bodies of cloth thrown over the ground, 
false rocks, pasteboard, threads, skin, quiet water, 
birds like pictures applied to the soil, 
or sounds of iron, forest virgin to man. 

I would know altitude, ocean vague or infinite; 
if tlie ocean is that hidden doubt that intoxicates me 
when the wind passes through transparent crapes, 
shadow, weights, ivories, prolonged tempests, 
the purple captive that struggles far beyond 
invisible, or the hounds of gentle stratagems- 
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LA LUZ 

El mar, la tterra, el cielo, el fucgo, el viento, 
el mundo fertnanente en que vivbnos, 
los astros remottsimos que casi nos suptican, 
que casi a veces son unu mano qne acartcia los ojos» 

Esa llegada de la luz que descansa en la frente, 

^De ddnde llegas, de d6nde vienes, aviorosa for^na que siento 
respirar, 

que siento como un pecho que encenara una m^Asica, 
que siento como el rumor de unas arpas ungSlicas, 
ya casi cristalinas como el rumor de los mundos? 

ffDe ddnde vienes, celeste tunica que con forma de rayo 
luminoso 

acaricias una (rente qua vive y sufre, que amn como lo vivo?; 
ide ddnde tA, que tan pronto pareces el recuerdo de un fuego 
ardiente como el hierro que seitala, 
como te aplacas sobre la cansada existencia de una cdheza que 
te comprende? 

Tu race sin gemido, tu sonriente llegada como unos Idhios de 
arriba, 

el mwnnurar de tu secreto en el otdo que espera, 
lastima o hace sonar como la pronunciacidn dc un nombre 
que sdh pueden decir unos Idhios que brillan. 

Contemplando ahora mismo estos tiernos animalitos que gjiran 
por tierra alrededor, 

haHados por tu presencia o escala silenciosa, 
revelados a su existencia^ guatdados pot la mudez 
en la que sdlo se oye el hath de las sangres. 
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LIGHT 

The sea, the earth, the sky, fire and wind, 

the permanent world in which we live, 

the most remote stars that almost call upon us for pity, 

that are almost at times a caressing hand laid on our eyes. 

That coming of the light that rests on our foreheads. 

Whence come you, whence come you, belovfed form that I feel 
breathing, 

that seems like a breast that might enshrine music, 

that seems like the sounding of angelic harps, 

now almost crystalline clear like the murmur of worlds? 

Whence come you, heavenly vesture that in die form of a 
luminous ray 

caresses a forehead that lives and suffers, that loves like the 
living? 

From whence, you, that so soon seem the memory of a fire 
burning as the hot iron that brands, 
as you calm yourself over the weary existence of a being that 
understands you? 

Your light touch without lamentation, your smiling arrival like 
lips from above, 

the whisper of your secret into ears that ate waiting, 
wakes pity or dreams like the utterance of a name 
that only luminous lips can speak. 

Contemplating just now these tiny delicate animals that revolve 
round the earth, 

bathed by your presence or silent ladder, 
revealed to their existence, guarded by silence 
ir which alone is heard the pulsing of blood. 
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Miranda esta wue'sira propia piel, nuestro cuer^o visible 
foique hi /o reveJas, luz que ignovo quicn te envia, 

ItiZ que llegas todavia coino dicha for unos labios, 
con la forma de nnos dienies o de un beso suflicadoy 
con todavia el calor de tina fiel que nos atna* 

Dime, dime quidn es, quien me llama, quiin me dice, quiin 
clama, 

dime qui es este envto remottsimo que suflica, 
qu 6 Ihnto a veces escucho cuando ere$ s 6 lo una Ugrima* 

Oh, vd celeste luz temhlorosa o deseo, 
fervorosa esferanza de tm fecho que no se extingue, 
de un fecho que se lamenta como dos hrazos largos 
cafaces de enlazar una cintura en la tierra, 

iAy amorosa cadencia de los mundos remotos, 
de los amanies que nunca dicen sus sufrimientos, 
de los cuerfos qua existen, de las almas que existen, 
de los cielos infmitos que nos llegan con su silenciol 
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Gazing at our own skin, our body visible 

because you reveal it, light that I know not who has sent, 

light that arrives still as spoken by lips, 

with the form of teeth or an asked-for kiss, 

with the warmth still of a body that loves us. 

Tell me, tell me who is it that calls me, who speaks to me, who 
cries out, 

tell me what is this most remote message that pleads, 

what weeping at times I hear when you are naught but a tear. 

Oh, you heavenly tremulous light or desire, 

fervent hope of a breast that does not surrender, 

of a breast that grieves like two long arms 

able to encircle a waist on the earth. 

Ah, gentle rhythm of distant worlds, 
of lovers who never speak of their sufferings, 
of bodies that exist, of souls that are, 
of infinite heavens that reach us with their silence! 
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CANCldN A UNA MUCHACHA MUERTA 

Dime, dime el secreto de tu corazdn virgen, 
dime el secreto de tw cuerpo hajo la iierra, 
qtiiero saher 'por qui ahora eres m agua, 
esas orillas frescas donde unos pies desmdos se 
haHan con espunia. 

Dime por que sdbre tu pelo suelto, 

sobre tu dulce hierba acariciada, 

cae, reshala, acaricia, se va 

un sol ardiente o reposado que te toca 

como un viento que lleva s6lo un pAjaro o mono. 

Dime por qu6 tu corazdn como una selva diminuta 
espera hajo tierra los imposibles pdjaros, 
esa ccmcidn total que por encima de los ojos 
hacen los suenos cuando pasan sin ruido* 

Oh tii, canciSn que a un cuerpo muerto o vivo, 
que a un ser hennoso que hajo el sutelo duemte, 
cantos color de pledra, color de heso o labio, 
cantos como si el ndcar durmiera o respirara. 

Esa cintura, ese dibil volumen de un pecho tnste, 
ese rizo voluble que ignore el viento, 
esos ojos por donde s6lo boga el silencio, 
esos dientes que son de marfil resguardado, 
ese aire que no mueve unas hojas no verdes . . . 

/Oh til, deh riente que pasas como mihe; 
oh pdjaro feliz que sobre un hombro ries; 
fuente que, chorro fresco, te enredas con la luna; 
cdsped hlando que pisan unos pies adoradosi 

La destrucddn o el amor 
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SONG TO A DEAD GIRL 

Tell me, tell me the secret of your virgin heart, 
tell me the secret of your body beneath the earth, 

I would know why you now are water, 
those cool shores where bare feet bathe in foam. 

Tell me why over your loosened hair, 
over your fresh cherished grass, 
falls, glides, caresses and departs 
a fiery or peaceful sun that touches you 
as a wind that bears only a bird or a hand. 

Tell me why your heart like a diminutive forest 
awaits under the earth the impossible birds, 
that universal song that dreams make regardless 
of the eyes when they pass without sound. 

Oh song, you that to a creature alive or dead, 

to a beautiful being that sleeps ’neath the soil, 

do sing color of stone, color of kisses or lips, 

you do sing as if mother-of-pearl were slewing or breathing. 

That fragile waist, that slight volume of a sorrowful breast, 

that fickle, fluttering ringlet that knows no wind, 

those eyes where only silence sails, 

those teeth that are made of well-kept ivory, 

that air that does not stir leaves that are not green . . . 

Oh you, smiling sky that passes as a cloud; 
oh happy bird that over a shoulder are laughing; 
fountain, cool jet entangled with the moon; 
tender turf that adored feet tread uponl 




320 


CONTEMPOUAnV Sl'ANISH POETRY 


CANCldN A UNA MUCHACHA MUERTA 

Dime^ dime el secrcto de tu corazdn virgen, 
dime el secrcto Ae tu cuerfo hajo la tierra, 
quiero saber por que ahora eras tin agua, 
esas ortllas frescas donde ttnos pies desnudos se 
hanan con espuma. 

Dime por qu6 sohre tu pelo sueltOy 

sohre tu dulce hterha acariciada, 

cae, resbala, acaricia, se va 

un sol ardiente o reposado que te toca 

copto un viento que lleva s6lo un pdjaro o mano. 

Dime por qu6 tu coraztfn como una selva diminuta 
espera hajo tierra los imposibles pdjaros, 
esa ccmctdn total que por encima de los ojos 
hacen los sit^nos cuando pasan sin ruido. 

Oh til, cancidn que a un cuerpo muerto o vivo, 
que a un ser hermoso que hajo el suelo dnertne, 
cantos color de piedra, color de beso o lahio, 
cantos como si el ndcar durmiera o respirara* 

Esa cintura, ese ddbil volumen de un pecho tfiste, 
ese rizo voluble que ignora el viento, 
esos ojos por donde sdlo boga el stlencto, 
esQs dientes que son de marfil resguardado, 
ese aire que no mueve unas hojas no verdes . . . 

/Oh td, delo riente que pasas como nube; 
oh pdjaro feliz que sobre un hombro ties', 
fuente que, chorro fresco, te enredas con la Inna; 
cdsped blando que pisan unos pies adoradosi 

La destruccidn o el amor 
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SONG TO A DEAD GIRL 

Tell me, tell me the secret of your virgin heart, 
tell me the secret of your body beneath the earth, 

I would know why you now are water, 
those cool shores where bare feet bathe in foam. 

Tell me why over your loosened hair, 
over your fresh cherished grass, 
falls, glides, caresses and departs 
a fiery or peaceful sun that touches you 
as a wind that bears only a bird or a hand. 

Tell me why your heart like a diminutive forest 
awaits under the earth the impossible birds, 
that universal song that dreams make regardless 
of the eyes when they pass without sound. 

Oh song, you that to a creature alive or dead, 

to a beautiful being that sleeps 'neath the soil, 

do sing color of stone, color of kisses or lips, 

you do sing as if mother-of-pearl were sleeping or breathing. 

That fragile waist, that slight volume of a sorrowful breast, 

that fickle, fluttering ringlet that knows no wind, 

those eyes where only silence sails, 

those teeth that are made of well-kept ivory, 

that air that does not stir leaves that are not green . . . 

Oh you, smiling sky that passes as a cloud; 
oh happy bird that over a shoulder are laughing; 
fountain, cool jet entangled with the moon; 
tender turf that adored feet tread iiponi 
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EL ESCj^RABAJO 

He aqui que for fin llega al verbo tambiSn el peguefio 
escarahajo, 
iristisimo mivuto, 
lento Todar del dia miserahle, 

diminuto ca'ptor de lo que nunca fuede asfirar al vueh. 

Un dia oomo alguno 

se detiene la vida al horde de la arena, 

como las hierbecillas sueltas que flotan en un agua no Umpia, 

donde a merced de la tierra 

briznas que no stispiran se abandomn 

a ese minuto en que el amor afluye* 

El amor como un numero 

tan pronto es agua que sale de una boca tirada, 

como es el secreto de lo vcrde en el otdo que lo oprime, 

como es la cuneta pasiva que todo lo contiene, 

hasta el odio que afioja para convertirse en el sueno* 

For eso, 

cuando en la mitad del camino un triste escarahajo que fue 
deoro 

siente prdximo el cielo como una inmensa hola 
y, sin emhargo, con sns patitas nunca pitalos 
arrastra la memoria opaca con amor, 
con amor al sollozo sobre lo que fu& y ya no es, 
arriba entre las flores alias cuyos estamhres cast cosquillean d 
limpio azul 

vaga un aroma a anteayer, 
a flores derrihadas. 
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THE BEETLE 

Lo at last the poor little beetle also attains to the word, 

most sorrowful moment, 

slow revolving of the unhappy day, 

tiny capture! of that which can never aspire to flight. 

A day like any other 

stays life on the edge of the sand, 

like the little loose plants that float on stagnant water, 

where thanks to the land 

filaments that do not breathe yield themselves up 
to that moment in which love flows. 

Love like a number 

can be water that spouts from a stretched mouth, 

as well as the secret of the green to the ear that presses it, 

or the passive ditch that contains all, 

even the hate that relents to change itself into a dream. 

And therefore, 

when midway on the road a sad little beetle that was made of 
gold 

feels heaven near like a colossal ball 

and, nevertheless, with his tiny legs never petals 

drags his memory dull with love, 

with love for the sobbing over that which was and now is no 
longer, 

above among the tall flowers whose stamens almost tickle the 
clear blue 

floats an aroma of the day before yesterday, 
of wilted flowers, 
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a ese 'poJen 'pisndo qiie title de atnarillo constante la 
vasajera, 

lacanoia involmitaria, 

ese pic qua fne rosa, que fnc espiua, 

qua fud corola o diiZqe contacto de las flores, 

Vn vicnto arrtba orea 

otras memorias donde circvla el vieniOj 

donde estamlres emergen tan altos, donde fistilos o ccibellos, 

donde talhs vacilan 

pot recibit el sol tan atnarillo envio de un amor. 

El snave escarabajo, 

mds negro que el silencio que transcurre despuds de qlgitwi 
nmerte, 

pasa horrando apenas las huellas de los cartos, 
de fer hrcmTs t^iaietUos qf<e dieftCes siett^pre, 
que fueron boca para tnorder cl polvo. 

El dulce escarabajo bajo su dura caparazdn que itnita a veces 
algun ala, 

tiufica pvetcndc set confundido con una wariposa, 
pero sit sangte gitne 

(caliente tirmino de la memoria muerta) 
ancerrada eft un pecho con no fortnci de olvido, 
descendiendo a unos brazos que un diminuto mundo oscuro 
crean. 

La destruccidn o el mar 
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of that trampled pollen that tinges with lasting yellow the 
passing plant, 
the involuntary caress, 
that stem that was a rose, that was a thorn, 
that was a corolla or the gentle touch of flowers. 

A wind above blows about 

other memories where the air circulates, 

where tall stamens emerge, where pistils or filaments 

and stalks sway to and fro, 

such a yellow message of love to welcome the sun. 

The gentle beetle, 

more black than the silence that elapses after a death, 
passes by scarcely blurring the tracks of the cart wheels, 
the violent irons that were always teeth, 
that were a mouth to bite the dust. 

The soft beetle beneath his hard shell that at times imitates 
wings, 

never aspires to be mistaken for a butterfly, 

but his blood groans 

(warm goal of a dead memory) 

enclosed in a breast with no form of forgetfulness, 

descending to legs that create a diminutive dark world. 
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MS AGUILAS 

El mundo enderra la veidad do la vida, 
aunque Ja sangre tmenla melaucolicamente 
cuando como mar sereno en la tardc 
siente arriha el hatir de las dgiiilas Ubres. 

Las plnvias de metal, 

las garras poderosas, 

esc afdn del amor o la inuerte, 

ese deseo de bcher en los ojos con tm pico de hiefro, 

de poder al fin iesar lo exterior de la Herray 

vuela como el deseo, 

como las nuhes qnc a nadn sc opovcn, 

como cl azid radian tc, corazdn ya dc afneta 

en quo la lihcrtad se ha ahieito para el mundo. 

Las serenas 

no scran mmca esquifes, 

no serdn sireilo o pdjaro, 

no scran caja donde olvidar lo tristc, 

donde tencr guardado esmeraldas u opalos. 

El sol qua cuaja en las pupilas, 

que a las pupilas mira lihrementCi 

es ave inmarcesihle, vencedor de los pechos 

donde hundir su furor contra un cuerpo amarrado, 

Las violentas alas 
que azotan rostros como eclipses, 
que parten venas de zafiro muerto, 
que seccionan la sangre coagulada, 
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EAGLES 

The world imprisons the truth of life, 
although the blood sadly deceives 
when like the calm sea of the afternoon 
it feels above the beating of free eagles. 

The feathers of metal, 

the powerful talons, 

that eagerness for love or death, 

that desire to drink from the eyes with beak of iron, 

to be able at last to kiss the outside of the earth, 

flies like desire, 

like the clouds that hinder nothing, 

like the radiant blue, heart of the open air 

in which liberty has expanded for the world. 

Calm eagles 

will never be little skiffs, 

will not be a dream or a bird, 

will not be a casket where to hide sadness, 

where to keep emeralds or opals 

The sun that curdles in the eyes, 
that looks freely into the pupils, 
is an unfading bird, conqueror of breasts 
where to plunge its fury against a moored body. 

Violent wings 

that strike faces like eclipses, 
that sever veins of dead sapphire, 
that dissect coagulated blood. 
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roi>ii}cn el vivnto cn mil pethizos, 
imirnful o e^pacio wjpcnchahh 
doiidc uua uiauo trnerta dcteuida 
es el claror que en la noche fulgura. 

Agiiilas coino ahismos, 
como monies altisimos, 
derriban vtajesiades, ironcos polvorientos, 
esa verde liiedra qtie en los muslos 
finge la lengna vegetal casi viva, 

Se aproxima el momento en que la dicha consista 
en devestir de piel a hs cuerpos httmanos, 
en que el celeste ojo victorioso 
vea solo a la tierra como sangre que gira* 

Agivilas clc meial sonorishiio, 
mpas furiosas con su voz casi hnwana, 
cantan In ira de aniar los corazoneSj 
awarlos con las ganns estfujando su inuerte. 


La destruccidn o el amor 
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break the wind in a thousand pieces, 
marble or impenetrable space 
where an arrested dead hand 
is the radiance that shines in the night. 

Eagles like abysses, 

like highest mountains, 

overthrow dignities, dusty trunks, 

that green ivy which on the thighs 

Feigns to be the vegetal tongue almost living. 

The moment draws near when happiness may consist 

in denuding human bodies of their skin, 

when the victorious heavenly eye 

may see the earth only as blood that circulates. 

Eagles of metal most sounding, 
furious harps wdth voice almost human, 
sing of the wrath of hearts loving, 
loving them with talons crushing them to death. 
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TOTAL AMOR 
No. 

La cristalina luz qiie hiete el fuego, 

que deshace la {rente como tm diamante al fin rendido, 

como un cuer-po que se amontona de dicha, 

que se deshace como un resplandor que nunca serd frfo. 

La luz que amontona su cueipo como el ansia que con nada se 
aplaca, 

como el corazon comhatiente que en el mhnio plo ataca, 
que pide no set ya cl ni su rcflejo, si no el rio feliz, 
lo que transcHTru sin la nicmoria azul, 
camino de los mates que etUta todos se funden 
y son lo amado y lo que ama, y lo que goza y sufre* 

Esa dicha ciccicnte que consisie cm (.uteucler los hrazos, 

en tocar los {Suites del mundo como oiillas remoias 

de donde nunca se lathan las agiias, 

jugando con las arenas doradas como dados 

que rozan came o seda, lo que cstiemecidndose se alixnota. 

Gozar de las lejanas luces que crepitan 
en los desnudos hrazoSy 
como un temoto rumor de dienies jovenes 
que devoran la grama juhilosa del dia, 
lo naciente que ensena su rosada firmeza 
donde las aguas mojan todo un cielo vivido. 
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TOTAL LOVE 


No. 

The crystalline light that wounds the fire, 

that effaces the forehead lilce a diamond spent at last, 

like a body that towers with happiness 

and vanishes like a radiance that never will be cold. 


The light that gathers volume like the longing that with 
nothing is appeased, 

like the contentious heart that on the same edge keeps attacking, 
that asks not to be itself, nor its reflection but the happy river, 
that which Hows without the blue memory, 
towards dae seas that melt into each other 
and are the loved and the loving, the same that enjoys and 
suffers. 


That growing happiness that consists in stretching out the arms, 
in touching the confines of the world as distant shores 
from whence the waters never subside, 
playing with the golden sands like fingers 
that stroke flesh or silk, that which tremblingly becomes 
agitated. 

To enjoy the distant lights that crackle 

in the bare branches, 

like a far off sound of young teeth 

that devour the gay creeping grass of the day, 

the east that shows its rosy strength 

where the waters moisten a whole sky that has lived. 
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Vivir alia en las faldas de las montanas 

donde el war se confimde con lo escarpado, 

donde las laderas vcrdes tan promo son el agtia 

como son la niejllla imnensa donde se reflejan los soles, 

donde el nmndo encuentra un eco entre sn miisica, 

espejo donde el mas ntinimo pdjaro no se escapa, 

donde se refleja la dicha de la perfecta creacidn que transcurre, 

El amor como lo que rueda, 

como el universo sereno, 

como la mente excelsa, 

el coTozdn conjugado, la sartgre que circula, 

el lutninoso destello que en la noche crepita 

y pasa por la lengua oscura, que ahora entiende. 

La destruccidn o d amr 
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To live there on the slopes of the mountains 
where the sea melts into the steep cliflFs, 
where the green hillsides are the water as well as 
the immense cheek where the sun's rays are reflected, 
where the world meets an echo amidst its music, 
a mirror from which the most minute bird does not escape, 
where is reflected the happiness of the perfect creation that 
flows past. 

Love like that which revolves, 

like the calm universe, 

like the sublime mind, 

the mating heart, the circulating blood, 

the luminous scientillation that sparkles in the night 

and passes along the dark tongue, that now understands. 


CONriiMroUXUY SI^ANKSn POIiTUY 


lA Miiimii 

iAIil eiL'i lu, cfcs iH, t*u»yT/o yiomhYe in; fccha, 
hraviu Inch a del uun con la icd, 
cantil todo dc ay^ua que ainnuuas hiindirte 
sohre im forma Usu, lamina sin recuerdo. 

Ercs tUj somhra del mur 'poderoso, 
genial rencor verde donde lodos los peces son como 
piedras por el aire, 

ahatimtanto o pesadutnbre que amenuzns mi vida 
como tin amor que con la viuerte acaba. 

Mdlaine At tn quivres, mar dc plonio impiadoso, 
goia tnmnnsa que contivne la tierra, 
fuego desiftictor de nu vhiu sm ymmen 
aqitt en la playa doftde la luz se aitastta. 

Mdiamc como tin punalj un sol dorado o liictdo, 
una mirada biihlu de un invlolahla ojo, 
un hrazo prepotente ev que la desnmlcz fuese el frio, 
un reldiupago que buscase mi pecho o su destino » . . 

lAh, pronto, pronto; quiero inorir frente a ti, mar, 
frente a tt, mar vertical cuyas esptunas iocan los cielos, 
a ti cuyos celestes peces enire nubes 
son como pdjaros olvidados del hondol 

Vengan a mi tus espumas rompientes, cristalinas, 
vengan los hrazos verdes dcsplomdndose, 
vengan la asftxia cuando el cuerpo se crispa 
sumido hajo Idhios negros que se derrumhan, 
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DEATH 

Ah, it is you, it is you, eternal name without date, 
wild struggle of the sea with thirst, 
steep rock all of water that threatens to crumble 
over my flat form, a surface without remembrance. 

It is you, shade of the powerful sea, 

genial green grudge where all the fish are like stones in the 
air, 

depression or affliction that threatens my life 
like a love that ends with death. 

Kill me if you will, sea of merciless lead, 
mighty drop that holds the earth, 
destructive fire of my life without inspiration 
here on the beach where the light is creeping. 

Kill me as if with a dagger, a golden or shining sun, 
a sharp glance from an inviolable eye, 
a most powerful arm whose nakedness might be the cold, 
a lightning flash that might seek my breast or its destiny . . . 

Ah, soon, soon; I would die facing you, sea, 
facing you, vertical sea whose foam touches the sky, 
you, whose heavenly fish among the clouds 
are like forgotten birds of the depthsl 

Let them come to me, your crystalline foaming waves, 
let the green arms come toppling over, 
let suffocation come when the body contracts 
overcome beneath the black lips that collapse. 


3 coNTEMPonAnv Spanish poetky 


Liizca el '^ytoratlo sol sohre la mtarie it mf or we, 

Venga la mnerte total cu la qae sostengo, 
en esta terrena playa qne en mi pecho gravita, 
por la que nnos pies ligeros parece quc se escapan, 

Qiiiero el color rosa o la vida, 

quiero el top o szt amartllo frenetico, 

qviero ese ttinel donde el color se disuelve 

en el negro falaz con que la muerte rie en la hoca, 

Quiero hesar el tnarfil de la mudez penMtima, 
cuando el mar se retire apresurdndose, 
cuando sohre la arena quedan s6lo imas conchas, 
unas fries escamas de unos peces amdndose, 

Mnerte covto el ptiHado de arena, 

como el agua que en el hoyo queda solitaria, 

coino la gaviota que en medio de la noche 

iiene un color de sangre sohre el mar que no existe. 


La destruccidn o el amor 
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May the purple sun shine on uniform death. 

May total death come on the beach that I uphold, 
on this earthly beach that rests on my breast 
by which it seems that light feet are escaping, 

I like rose color or life, 

1 like red or its frantic yellow, 

I like that tunnel where color dissolves 
into the treacherous black which is the laugh on the lips of 
death. 

I would kiss the ivory of the penultimate silence, 
when the sea in great haste recedes, 
when on the sand only some shells are left, 
some cold scales of a few fish that make love. 

Death like a handful of sand, 
like water that is left alone in the hollow, 
like the sea-gull that in the middle of the night 
is tinged the color of blood above a sea that is not. 



ms ^ernucia 


i i i 

I UIS CERNUDA was bom in Seville in 1902. He studied at the 
^ University of Seville and took his degree in Law, hut he never 
practised as a lawyer. From 1918 to 1919 he was Instructor at the 
University of Toulouse. He returned to Spain and worked with the 
committee of Las misiones T^edagdgicaSn At the outbreak of the Civil 
War he was Secretary to the Spanish Ambassador in Pans. 

One of the group of intellectuals who defended the cause of the 
Spanish Republic, he is now an exile in the British Isles, he has been 
assistant lecturer in Spanish at the University of Glasgow, and at the 
present writing is teaching in Cambridge University. 

Pedro Salinas has said of Cernuda; ** That impossibillity of absolute 
contact with, and possession of, reality, gi\'es to the poet*s vision its 
essential character; the world for him will be neither that which can 
be materially possessed, nor even that which can he possessed by feeling. 
It is no more than a pre-sentiment, a state of anguished pre-conscious- 
ness • . . Such is, in effect, the poedc world of Cernuda. Faithful to 
that conception therefore, his poetry abounds in spirits, phantoms and 
pre-realities. Hence that immaterial, airy character of incomparable light- 
ness and grace which distinguishes Cernuda with unmistakable mark 
among the other Spanish poets of the day , . . His world peopled with 
phantoms and spirits, it is inevitable that the poet should always feel 
alone . . . The poetry of Cernuda is die poetry of solitude, with all 
that die beaudful word has assumed of richness of aspect in the ^urse 
of out spiritual history . . . 

The new Spanish poetry is coming to be stamped with a predominant 
romantic accent . . . L« realidad y el deseo is, in our judgment, the 
most perfect distilladon, the finest sifting, the last possible reduction to 
Its true essence of the romantic lyricism of Spain.’* 

Books of poetry published: Donde hahite el olvido, Madrid, 1935; 
El jovew fmrtno, Madrid, 1936; La realidad y el deseo, Madrid, 1936; 
La realidad y el deseo (Primeras Poestas.—Egloga, Elegta, Odfl.-Un no, 
un ainor,-^Los fflaceres jjrohihidos*^" Donde hahite el olvido.^-Invoca- 
ciones a las gracias del miindo.-^Las nuhes), Mexico, 1940* Ocftos, 
Glasgow, 1942. 


339 



340 


CONTKMPOIUKY SPANISH POV/rUY 


REMORDIMIENTO EN TRAJE 
DE NOCHE 

JJn homhre gris avanza par la calle de niehla; 

No lo i>ospecha nadie. Es un cueryo vacto; 

Vacio como 'paiufUf como amor, como viento, 

Desierios tan aviargos hajo un cielo implacahle, 

Es el tiem'po 'pasado, y sns alas ahora 
Entre la somhra cncuentran una pcilida fuerza; 

Es el rcmordijniento, quo dc noche, dudando, 

En secrcto aproxhua sii somha dcscnidada. 

No estrechdis esa tnano. La yedra altivaniente 
Ascevderd cuhriendo los troncos del inviemo. 

Invisible en la cahna el homhre gris camina, 

^No scntis a los muertos? Mas la tierra estd sorda, 

Un rio un amor 
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REMORSE IN GARB OF NIGHT 

Through the street of mist a grey man advances, 
Unsuspected. He is an empty body; 

Empty as the pampas, as love, as wind, 

Such bitter wastes beneath relentless sky. 

He is past time, and now his wings collide 
Amidst the shadows with a ghostly force; 

He is remorse, that in the night, distrusting, 

In secret draws near to his careless shade. 

You must not shake that hand. Ivy will climb 
Aloft covering the tree trunks of winter. 

In the quiet the grey man moves invisible. 

Do you not hear the dead? But the earth is deaf. 
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EL CASO DEL PAJARO ASESINADO 

Nunca sahremosj nunca, 

Por qnc rcaon im dta 

Esas luces temhlaion levemente; 

Ftie una llorosa esfuma, 

Una hrisa mas grande, nada acaso. 

Solo las olas saben, 

Por eso hoy imiestran desdeiiosas 
Su color de miradas, 

S7t color ignoranie todavta aunque un recuerdo 
Le cante algo, algo levciucute* 

Fifd 'un pdjaro qntzd ascsinado; 

Nadie sabc^ Por nadie 
0 por alguien quizci iriste en las piedras, 

En los muros del cieh. 

Mas de ello hoy nada se sahe. 

S6lo un temblor de luces levemente, 

Un color de miradas en las olas o en la brisa; 
TamhiSn, acaso, tin miedo, 

Todo, es verclad, insegnro. 


Un rio, un amof 
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THE CASE OF THE MURDERED BIRD 

We shall never know, never, 

For what reason one day 
Those lights were trembling gendy. 

It was a jnoumFul foam, 

A stronger breeze, perhaps nQthing* 

Only the waves know really. 

Therefore to-day they show disdainfully 
The color of their glances. 

The color ignorant still, though a memory 
Sings to it something very gendy. 

It was a bird perhaps murdered; 

No one knows. By no one 

Or by someone, sad perhaps, on the stones, 

On the walls of the sky. 

But of that to-day nothing is known. 

Only a trembling of lights very gendy, 

A color of glances in the waves or in die breeze; 
Also, perhaps, a fear. 

All is uncertain, truly. 
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EL CASO DEL VAJARO ASESINADO 

Nti7ica sabremoi, mmcaj 

For qne razdn un dia 

Esas luces temhlaion levemente; 

Fue una llorosa es'piima, 

Una hrisa 7nh grande, nada acaso. 

Solo las olas saben. 

For eso hoy muestran desdenosas 
Su color de }madas, 

Su color ignorante todavia aunqua un rec^ierdo 
Le cantc algo, algo Ievcmc7ite. 

Ftfd un pdjaro quizd ascsinacio; 

Nadio sabe. For nadie 
O por alguicn qnizd iriste en las piedras, 

En los uturos del ciclo. 

Mas de ello hoy nada se sabe, 

S61o un temblor de luces levemente, 

Un color de rniradas en las olas o en la brisa; 
Tamhiin, acaso, tin miedo, 

Todo, es verdad, inseguro. 


Un rio, un amor 
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THE CASE OF THE MURDERED BIRD 

We shall never know, never, 

For what reason one day 
Those lights were trembling gently. 

It was a mournful foam, 

A stronger breeze, perhaps nothing. 

Only the waves know really. 

Therefore to-day they show disdainfully 
The color of their glances, 

The color ignorant still, though a memory 
Sings to it something very gently. 

It was a bird perhaps murdered; 

No one knows. By no one 

Or by someone, sad perhaps, on the stones, 

On the walls of the sky. 

But of .that to-day nothing is known. 

Only a trembling of lights very gently, 

A color of glances in the waves or in the breeze; 
Also, perhaps, a fear. 

All is uncertain, truly. 
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COMO LEVE SONIDO 

Como leve sonido, 

Hoja que roza un vtdrio, 

Agtia que acaricia unas guijas, 

Lluvia que besa una frente juvenil; 

Como rdpida caricia, 

Pie desnudo sohre el camino, 

Dedos que ensayan el primer amor, 

Sdhanas tihias sohre cl cuerpo solitarioj 

Como fugaz deseo, 

Seda hriUanie en la luz, 

Esbelio adolescente eutrevisto, 

Ldgriims por ser luas que un hombre; 

Como esia vida que no es mia 
Y sin embargo es la mia; 

Como cste afdn sin nombre 

Que no me pertenece y^sin embargo soy yo; 

Como todo aquello que de cerca o de lejos 
Me roza, me besa, me hiere, 

Tu presencia estd conmigo fuera y dentro, 

£5 mi vida misma y no es mi vida, 

'Asi como una hoja y otra hoja 
Son la apariencia del viento que las lleva. 

Los placeres prohihidos 
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LIKE THE LIGHT SOUND 

Like tlie light sound 
Of a leaf that grazes a pane, 

Water that caresses pebbles, 

Rain that kisses a young forehead; 

Like a swift caress, 

A bare foot on the pathway, 

Fingers that essay first love, 

Wann sheets on a lonely body; 

Like fleeting desire, 

Brilliant silk in the light, 

Slender adolescent just glimpsed, 

Tears wept for being more than a man; 

Like this life that is not mine 
And nevertheless is mine; 

Like this eagerness without name 

That does not belong to me and yet is myself; 

Like all that which near or far 

V 

Touches me, kisses me, wounds me, 

Your presence is with me without and within. 

Is my life itself and is not my life, 

Thus like a leaf and another leaf, 

They are the semblance of the wind that bears diem away. 
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EL VIENTO DE SEPTfEMBRE 
ENTRE LOS CHOPOS 

Por este clma bicido, 

Furor estival muerto, 

Mi vano afdn persigue 
Un algo entre los hosques, 

Un no si qua, una sombra^ 
Cuerpo de mi deseo, 

Arhdrea dicha acaso 
Junto a un rio tranquilo, 

Pero escucho; rcsuem 
P07 cl ftwc Aelgudo, 

Estdar mdodia, 

Un cco entre los chopos. 

Oigo caricias leves, 

Oigo besos mds leves; 

Por alia baten alas, 

Por alld van secretes* 

No, vosotros no sois, 

Arroyos iaciturnos, 

Frdgilcs amorios 
Como de sombra humana* 

No, clara juventud, 

No juguiis mi destino; 

No busoo vuestra gracia 
Ni esa breve sonrisa* 
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WIND OF SEPTEMBER 
IN THE POPLARS 

In this clear shining climate. 
The summex madness over, 
My vain longing pursues 
Something within the woods. 

I know not what, a shadow, 
Body of my desire, 

Is it perchance tree happiness 
Close by a tranquil river? 

But I listen; now ripples 
Through the tenuous air 
A sidereal melody, 

An echo in the poplars. 

I hear gentle caresses, 

I hear more gentle kisses; 
Thereabouts wings are beating, 
Thereabouts secrets flit. 

No, no, you never are, 

Litde taciturn streams, 

Never are frail romances 
As of a human shadow. 

No, clear crystalline youth, 
Make no game of my fate; 

I do not seek your charm 
Nor that very brief smile. 
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Cotra alii, evtrc las cams, 

DelitiDitc arvwnia; 

Canta nm voz, cantando 
Govio yo msDJO, ]e]os, 

Hnndo mi cahellera, 

Busco lahios, mlradas, 

Tras las inquietas hojas 
De estos cuerpos esheltos, 

Avido asinro somhra; 

Oigo tin afdn tan vtto . - * 

Canta, desco, canta 
La canclon de mi dicha, 

Altas sombras mortales: 

Vitlo, njiw, Cttnlo, cedo. 

Qitiero ancgar mi cspiritu 
Hccho gloria amarilla, 

Invocacioncs a las gracias del mmio 
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A delirious hannony 
Flows there, between the reeds; 
A voice sings, singing as 
I myself, in the distance. 

I hide away my head, 

I look for lips and glances, 
Behind the restless leaves 
Of these tall slender bodies. 

Eager I breathe in shade; 

I hear longing so mine , . . 
Sing, oh sing desire, sing 
Me the song of my happiness. 

Deep mortal shadows: life, 
Longing, f sing, I yield. 

I would submerge my spirit 
Made a glory of yellow. 
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HIMNO A LA rmSTEZA 

Fortalecido estoy cofitra tu fccho 
De aiigusta fiedra fria, 

Bajo tits ojos crepusculareSj 
Oh 7nadre inmortah 

Desen ganada alienta en ti mi vida, 
Oyendo en el pamado retiro nocturno 
Ligeramente reshalar las pisadas 
De los dfas jtiveniles, qua se alejan 
Apactbles y graves, en la mirada, 

Con Mna misyna hiz, compasidn y reptoche; 

Y van tras ellos como irisado humo 
Los sifcPios crcados con mi pensamiento, 

Los hijos del anhdo y la esperanza* 

La soledad pobld do seres a mi imagen 
Como un dios ahtirrido; 

Los amd si cran hellos, 

Mi compahia les di cuando me am:fron, 

Y ahota como esc misnio dios aishdo estoy, 
Inerme y hlanco tal una flor cortada. 

Olviddndome voy en este vago cuerpo, 
Nutrido por las hierhas leves 

Y las brillantes frutas de la tierra, 

El pan y el vino alados, 

En mi nocturno lecho a solas. 

f 

Hijo de tu leche sagtada, 

El esbelto mancebo 
Hiende con pie inconsciente 
La escarpada colina, 

Salvando con la mirada en ti 
El laurel frdgil y la espina insidiosa. 
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HYMN TO SORROW 

I am supported against your breast 
Of majestic cold stone, 

Beneath your eyes of twilight, 

Oh immortal mother. 

My life deceived takes comfort in you, 

Hearing lightly slip by in this quiet 
Nocturnal retreat the footsteps 
Of the young days, that withdraw 
Placid and serious, in their glance, 

With the same light, compassion and reproach; 

And behind them float like rainbow-hued smoke 
The dreams cmatcd by my thoughts, 

Children ofycagemess and hope. 

I people^the solitude with beings in my own image 
Like ^ored god; 

I loved them if they were fair, 

I gave them my company when they loved me, 

And now like that same god I am set apart, 
Defenseless and white as a cut-olf flower. 

I am forgetting myself in this vague body, 
Nourished by the light herbs 
And the brilliant fruits of the earth, 

The winged bread and wine, 

At night on my bed of loneliness. 

Child of your sacred milk, 

The slender youth 

With unconscious foot cleaves 

The steep hillside, 

With his gaze on you, avoiding 

The fragile laurel and the treacherous thorn. 
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Al anrante alig,eras las atdnitas horas 
Da su soledad, cuando cn desierta estavcia 
La ve^ttam, solnc apacible 7iaturulcza, 

Bajo ima luz lejana, 

Ante sns ojos 7ichulosos iraza 

Con renovado encanto verdeante 

La estamfa inconsistente de su dicha perdida. 

Tu nos devuelves vir genes hs horas 
Del pasado, fuertes hajo el hechizo 
De tu mirada inmensa, 

Como guerrero intacto 

En su juerza desnudo tras de broquel broncineo, 
Serenos va^nos bajo los blancos arcos del future, 

Elios, los dioses, alguna vez olvidan 
El tosco hilo de nuestros irahajados dias, 

Pero ttl, celeste donadora reedndita, 

Nunca los ojos quitas de tus hijos 
Los hombres, por el nial hosiigados, 

Viven y mueren a solas los poetas, 

Restituyendo en claras Idgrimas 
La polvorienta agua salobre, 

Y en la gloria resplandeciente 
La esquiva ojeada del magnate henchido, 

Mientras sus no^nbres suenan 
Con el viento en las rocas, 

Entre el hosco rumor de torrentes oscuros, 

Alld por los espacios donde el hotnhre 
Nunca puso sus plantas. 
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To the lover you shorten the astonished hours 
Of his solitude, when in a deserted room 
The window, before his misty eyes, 

Over peaceful nature, 

Beneath a far off light, traces 

With renewed growing-green enchantment 

The unsubstantial image of his lost happiness. 

You restore to us the virgin hours 
Of the past, secure under the fascination 
Of your limitless gaze, 

Like the intact warrior 

In his naked strength behind brazen shield, 

We walk serene under the white arches of the future. 

They, the gods, sometimes forget 
The rough thread of our toil-worn daj^s, 

But you, all-knowing celestial giver, 

You never withdraw your eyes from your children, 
Men scourged by evil. 

The poets live and die alone, 

Giving back in clear tears 
The dirty brackish water, 

And turning to high glittering glory 
The evasive glance of the proud magnate, 

While their names are heard 
In the wind on the cliffs, 

Midst the gloomy sound of dark torrents, 

There in places where man 
Never set sole of his foot. 
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t^Quidn shw Ui cuidas su$ vidas, les da fuenas 
Para nlzar la 7uirada enire tanta viisaria, 

En la hertnosiira perdhlos ciegawente? 
c'Quidn sino in, amautc y vtadre eterna? 

Escticlui c6nio avartzav las gcvcraziones 
Sohre esta remota t terra mtsteriosa; 

Marchan los hornbres hostigados 
Bajo la yerta soinbra de los anteyasados. 

Y el cuerfo fatigado se reclina 
Sobre la misttia hnella tibia 
De otra came iirecipitada en el olvido. 

Ltichamos yor pjar miestro anhelo, 

Como si hubiera alguicn, mds fncrte qm nosotros, 

Qitc Uivtcra en incmoria miestro olvido, 

Porqtic didce sard aucgarse 
En un ahrazo hnucitso, 

Viiclios niehla con btz, agna en la iortnenta; 

Grata ha de ser artiquUarse, 

Marchitas en Ins lahios las deliranics voces- 

Pero aun hay algo en mi qua ie reclama 
Conmigo hacia los yarqnes de la mnerte 
para acallar el tniedo ante la somhra. 

^•Donde floreces tu, como vaga corola 
Henchida del piadoso aroma qua te alienta 
En las nupcias terrenas con los hombres? 

No eras hiel ni eres pena, sino amor de justida imposibU, 
Tii, la compasidn humana de los dioses- 

Invocaciones a las gracias del tnundo 
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Who but you cares for their lives^ gives them strength 
To lift their gaze midst so much misery, 

Blindly lost in beauty? 

Who but you, lover and eternal mother? 

Hear how the generations push on 
Over the distant mysterious earth; 

The troubled men go forward 

Under the motionless shadow of their predecessors. 

And the tired body bends 

Over the same warm trace 

Of other flesh hastening into oblivion* 

We struggle to make fast out eagerness, 

As if there were someone stronger than ourselves 
Who held our oblivion fixed in his memory, 

For it will be sweet to be drowned 
In an immense embrace, 

Turned to mist by the light, to water in the storm; 

It must be pleasant to waste away, 

The delirious voices faded on the lips. 

But there is still something in me that calls you 
To go with me to the fields of death 
To quiet my fear in the darkness. 

Where do you blossom, like a vague corolla 
Filled with merciful fragrance that cheers you 
In your earthly marriage with men? 

You are not grief nor bitterness, but love of impossible justice. 
You are the human compassion of the gods. 
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hLEGlA nSVANOLA 

Dime, huhlame 
'I'll, cseiicin misieiuisa 
De jnicsltn mzci 
Tras etc iauto^ siglos, 
lldliio aciul)] 

De los Juwihic^ hoy vivos, 

A quicuc^ veo pot cl odio iotpuhados 
Hasici ofrecer sini alvins 
A la inuertef la paltiu iiuis profuttda, 

Ciiaudo la puiuavcTa xneja 
Vuclvc a Lcjcr stt cncanto 
Soinc tti. cunyo innimso, 

^‘Cuiil uve ludUiUi uitlo 

Y que savin itm lania 

Don do hi Otar con vvrde intpnko? 
dQtfc tayu de la luz alcgte, 

Qtti in the sohre cl can/pn soWario, 
Hallardn agiia, crisial dejtogar en cahna 
Donde reflcjen sn irisado juego? 

Ildhlavie, madre; 

Y al lloniaric fls», iligo 

Que ningiina vinjer lo fue de nadie 
Como ill h arcs mia. 

Hdblaine, dime 

Una sola palahra en estos dtas lentos, 

En los dias inforwes 

Qiie frente a ti se esgrimen 

Como cnchillo amargo 

Entre las vianos de ins propios hljos. 
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SPANISH ELEGY 

Tell me, speak to me, 

You mysterious essence 
Of our race 

After so many centuries, 

Creating breath 
Of men now living, 

Whom I see moved by hatred 
Even to offer up their souls 
To death, the deepest mother land. 

When the ancient springtime 
Returns to weave its enchantment 
Over your vast body, 

Which bird will find a nest 

And what sap a branch 

Where to put forth with green impulse? 

What ray of joyous light, 

What cloud over lonely field, 

Will find water, the mirror of home at peace 
Where to reflect its rainbow-hued movement? 

Speak to me, Mother; 

And calling you thus, I say 
That never was woman to anyone 
Such a mother as you are to me. 

Speak to me, say but 

One word to me in these sluggish days, 

In these formless days 
That seem to wield before you 
A bitter knife 

In the hands of your very own sons. 
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No te alejcs ast, eusiniisfuada 
Bn jo hs largos velos cefficieiitos 
Que nos niegan tus anchos ojos hellos, 

Esas flores caidas, 

Pdtalos rotos entre sangrc y lodOy 
En itis mams estahan luciendo etemcmente 
Desde sighs atrds, ctiando mi vida 
Era un sueno en la inente de los dioses. 

Eves son tus ojos lo que husca 
Qiiien te llama luchando con la muerte^ 

A ti, remota y enigmdtica 

Madre de tantas almas idas 

Que te legaron, con un fulgor de piedra clara, 

Su afdn de eternidad cifrado cn hermosura, 

Peto no ares tan s6lo 
Duena de afanes mnertos; 

Tiema, amorosa has sido con nuestro afdn viviente, 
Contpasiva con nuestra desdicha de cftmeros. 
(fSupiste acaso si de it dramos dignos? 

Contempla ahora a travis de las Idgrimas: 

Mira cudntos traidores, 

Mira cudntos cohardes 
Lejos de ti en fuga vergonzosa, 

Renegando tu nomhre y tu regazo, 

Cuando a tus pies, mientras la large espera, 

Si desde el sueh alzamos hacia ti la mifoda, 

Tus hijos sienten oscuramente 
La recompansa de estas horas fatidicas. 
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Do not draw away, absorbed in thought 
Under your long veils the color of ashes 
That deny to us your beautiful wide eyes. 

Those fallen flowers, 

Tlieir petals torn midst blood and mire, 

In your hands were shining eternally 
Centuries back, when my life 
Was a dream in the mind of the gods. 

It is you, your eyes that he seeks, 

He who calls you struggling with death, 

You, distant and enigmatical 

Mother of so many departed souls 

That bequeathed to you, with the flash of a clear stone, 

Their longing for eternity, founded on beauty. 

But you are not only 
Mistress of dead longings; 

You have been tender and loving with our living longing, 
Merciful with the misfortunes of our shorn lives. 

Did you know perchance if we were worthy of you? 

Now look through your tears: 

See how many are die traitors. 

See how many are the cowards, 

Far from you in shameful flight, 

Denying your name and your bosom, 

When at your feet, during the long waiting, 

If from the ground we lift our eyes to you, 

Your sons dimly foresee 

The reward of these prophetic hours. 
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No sahc ijitc cs la vida 

OnicMJ jnjwtis ttluulo hnjo In ^iitirrn. 

Ella sohto }/osnttos su^' alas densa^ cierne, 

Y i.H silho ludadoj 

y irn /os loiifHos hmscos 
dot’? soIn<j la liJCiha nilciooflo, 

Micjarai, el cacipo 11 uo 

Siif}c y hicha con itiios cnfrojtc de esos otros. 

No se qua ticmhla y vnierc cn mi 
Al vcric as'i dolida y sol it aria, 

En mi it as Ins clut as cl ones 
De tiis hijos, a iravcs dc las sighs; 

Potqiic in lie ho he ant ado tn pasado, 
lies plan dor victariasa cntic sonihra y olvido. 

Til imado ores In 

Y al inisnit) eies 

La aitrata qne ann no alinnlnv naestros campos. 
Tn sola sahrevives 
Anniiiie venp,a la nnierle; 

Solo en ti e\ld la fneiza 

Da ha^'crnos e^paiar a ciegas el [tiiuro* 

QniJ por ouciioa de. cstos y <\sos luuertos 
y anciuia dc cstos y t'soi vivos cine comhaten, 
Algo advierte qiu* (a Mifrcs t'oo todos, 
y su ad it), sn crucldad, su India, 

AiUt’ roHOS soil coma stis vidas, 

Paiqne til eies eterna 

Y solo los or east c 

Para la paz y la gloria de su estirpe. 


Las nuhes 
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He docs not know what life is 
Who never drew breath in battle. 

The war soars above us with dark wings, 

I hear its icy whistle, 

And I see the sudden dead 
Fall on the scorched grass, 

While my body 

Suffers and struggles with some in front of those others. 

I do not know what trembles and dies within me 
At sceijig you thus grieved and lonely, 

In ruins the fair gifts 
Of your sons, across the ages; 

For much have I loved your past, 

Victorious radiance between darkness and oblivion. 

You are your past 

And at the same time you are 

The dawn that as yet docs not illumine our fields. 

Alone you survu/c 

Even though death may come; 

Only in you lies the power 
To make us await the future blindly. 

For in spite of these and those dead 

And in spite of these and those living that fight, 

Something makes known that you suffer with all. 

And their hatred, their cruelty, their struggle. 

Before you are vain as are their lives, 

For you are eternal 

And you created them only 

For the peace and the glory of their lineage. 
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LA FUBNTE 

Hada cl pdli^o ahc sc ycfgnc tnt cleseo, 

Fiesco rnwor insomw en fomlo de verduruy 
Como esbelta columm, mos Unncada su gracia 
Corona de las agjfas la calma ya celeste. 

Pldtanos y castafios en lisas avenidas 
Se Uevan a lo lejos mi suspiro didfano, 

De las sendas mas claras a las nubes ligeras, 

Con el lento aleteo de las palomas grtses. 

Al pie de las estatuas por el tiempo vencidasy 
Mientras copio su piedra, cuyo encanta ha fijado 
Mi trdnttlo esculpir dc Uqtiidos viomcntos, 
Unica entrc las cosas, itnicro y renazco siempre. 

Ese brotar continuo dene de la remota 
Cima donde caycron dioses, de las sigZos 

con un dcjo de paz, hasta la vida 
Qwe dora vagamente mi azul impetu helado. 

Por mi yerran al viento dejos apaciguados 
De las viejas pasiones, glorias, duelos de antatio, 
Y son, bajo la somhra naciente de la tarde, 
Mhterios junto al vano rumor de los efmeros. 

El hechizo del agua detiene los instantes: 

Soy divine rescate a la pena del homhe. 

Forma de lo que huye de la hz a la somhra, 
Confusidn de la muerte resuelta en melodia. 


has nubes 
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THE FOUNTAIN 

My desire springs upward in the pallid air, 

A cool sleepless murmur in the depths of greenness, 
Like a slender column, but its grace cut off, 

It crowns the already heavenly calm of the waters. 

Chestnut trees and plane trees in long even avenues, 
With the slow beating of the wings of grey doves, 
Waft to the distance my diaphanous sigh, 

From the clearest pathways to the feathery clouds. 

At the foot of statues overcome by time, 

While I copy their stone, whose charm has made fast 
My tremulous sculpturing of liquid moments, 

Alone of all things, I die and am ever reborn. 

This continuous gushing forth comes from the distant 
Summit from whence gods fell, in the ages past, 

With a touch of peace, it now springs into life 
That tinges with faint gold my icy blue impetus. 

Through me are flung to the wind pacified remnants 
Of old passions, glories, griefs of long ago, 

They are, beneath the growing shadow of evenmg, 
Mysteries near the vain sound of all that passes. 

The enchantment of die water arrests the moments: 

I am the divine redemption of the sorrow 

Of man, form of that which flees from light to darkness, 

The confusion of death resolved in melody. 
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y\T/\R/:)Frjai I'N lA 

Poj calhii t<is, viulic, 1 ! vic^to 

y la Iiiz salad Uis tapitis 

Qud cjiciciuld los a* tos nl sol lUtiino, 

Tins una piietia se qiicja cl apjia ocvlta. 

Veil a la calcdralj alma dc soIcWuti iemblando. 

Ciiamlo el labrador dcja en csta hora 
AhiciUi va la ticna co}i los sarcus, 

Nmv de la ob)a [lecljti gozo y colnin. 

Ccn'« de Dios sc Italia cl jwtisaniieiilo, 

Algt^ifos chopos sccos, llcwin ntdida 
Lcvauuw pot cl campn, romo vl himo 
Alcqtd nt los icjados dc las atsas, 

Viirli’d tor tchufio jm/to al atroyo oscnro 
Domic duct me la tarde culrc la itierba, 

I\l fim csld uactcudo y as cl ciclo mth hotnlo* 

Tal tin sjicjio ilc piedra, dc mnsica callacia, 
desdc la [Iccha ctgaida dc la tone 
Ilasfa la lovja de aaclias losas grises, 

La caiednd cxtchica upatecc, 

Tada reposo: vidtio, luadera, hronce^ 

Fcivof puro a la souibra de los sighs, 

Una vtgilia dicen esos dngcles 
Y sii espada desnnda subre el portico, 

Florida con sunrisas por los sautes viejos, 
Como hiicrto de otono que bwtara 
Musgos enttc las rasas cscnlpidas- 
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THE CATHEDRAL AT EVENING 

In the deserted streets, nobody. Wind 
And light over the walls 
That kindles the eaves with the sun’s last rays. 
Behind a closed door unseen wuter lamenting. 

Come to the cathedral, soul trembling with loneliness. 

When the husbandman at the evening hour 
Leaves the ground lying open in deep furrows, 

Joy and serenity are born of work done. 

He finds his thoughts aie drawing close to God. 

In the field a few slender poplar trees 
Point towards heaven their tips, an aident flame, 

Like joyous smoke rising from roofs of cottages. 

A herd of cattle returns to the dark stream 
Where the evening sleeps amidst the grass. 

The coldness is growing, the sky is deeper. 

Like a dream of stone and of muted music. 

From the erect pinnacle of the spire 

Down to the broad grey flagstones of the terrace, 

The cathedral seems in ecstasy rapt, 

All repose : the glass, the wood and the bronze. 

Pure fervor in the shadow of the centuries. 

Those angels on high say an evening prayer , 

And their naked sword carved above the portico, 
That is enriched with the smiles of old saints, 

Is like a garden in autumn that should 
Put forth mosses between the sculptured roses. 
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Aqiii aicuevtran h paz hs homhres vivos, 
Paz cle los oclios, paz do las amores, 

Olvido dulcc y largo, do7!de el cucrpo 
Fat t gad u se hana cn las tiniehlas* 

Evtra en la catedral, ve par Uis naves altos 
De esbelta boveda, gratas a los pasos 
Errantcs sobre el mirmol, entre coluntnas, 
Hacia el altar, ascna serena, 

Gloria propicia al alma solitaria* 

Como el nino descansa, porque cree 
En la fuerza pmdente de su padre; 

Con el vivir callado de las cosas 
Sobre el haz inmutable de la ticrra, 
Transcutren estas horas en el templo^ 

No hay Incha ni temor, no hay pena ni deseo. 
Todo qtiecla accptado hasta la muerte 
Y* olvidado tras de la muerte, contemplando, 
Lihres del cucrpo, y adorando, 

Necesidad del cdtna exenta de deleite» 

Apagdndose van aquelhs vidrios 
Del alto ventanal, y apenas si con oro 
Triste se irisan debihnente, Muere el dia, 
Pero la paz perduta postrada entre la sombra, 

£1 suelo hesan quedos unos pasos 
Lejanos, Alguna forma, a solas, 

Reza catda ante una vasta reja 

Donde palpita el ala de una llama annarilla. 



LUIS CEENUDA 


367 


Here living men will come to find tlieir peace, 
Peace from their hatreds and peace from their loves, 
That long and gentle forgetfulness where 
The tired body may badie in the darkness. 

Enter the cathedral, look through the lofty aisles 
Of slender arches, pleasing to the footsteps 
Wauv^ering over the marble, between columns, 
Towards the altar, calm glowing ember, 

Glory propitious to the lonely soul. 

As the child rests quietly because he 
Believes in the prudent strength of his father; 
With the silent living of things above 
The immovable surface of the earth, 

These hours in the temple flow gently by. 

There is no struggle nor fear, no sorrow nor desire, 
All is accepted, even death, 

And forgotten after death, free of the body, 
Contemplating and adoring, 

A necessity of the soul exempt from lust. 

The light streaming through the panes of the great 
Window is growing dim, they gleam but faintly, 
Their glass scarce tinted with gold. The day dies, 
But peace endures kneeling amidst the shadows. 

Footsteps in the distance quietly kiss 
The pavement, and a solitary form 
Prays fallen in front of the great rood-screen 
Where the wing of a yellow flame is quivering. 
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IMwio esCi)}hhdo iuoja cl ahna, 

Siut}c}nh) lit i?Tcscttc}ii tie u}t junJcr ivhtenoso 
QiiC el cotnuclu ctcata jiuta el ho wine, 

Sonthia clivina lutblando cu cl uloicio, 

AromaSi hrote^ %m’vos stirgt*)?, 

Afitmwdo la vida, tal savta de la tierra 
Que irrutijpe eti viilagrosas jonnas verdes. 
Secreto evtre los mnros de este tevtplo, 

El soplo avimador de nnestro mmdo 
Pasa y orea la noche de los homhres. 

Las nuhes 



LUIS CETINUDA 


369 


The soul is imbued with a hidden weeping, 
Feeling the presence of a mysterious power 
That crcatcL consolation for man, 

A divine spirit speaking in the silence. 

Perfumes, living offshoots spring up, 
Affirming life, like sap of the earth 
That breaks forth in miraculous green forms. 
Secretly within the walls of this temple, 

The animating breath of our world 
Passes and fans the night of men. 
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IMVnnfildN DE DESTIERRO 

la pasacla fTimavem, 

Hace nhora cast vn ana, 

En un saldn del vie jo Tetf^pZe, cn Londres, 
Con viejos nmehles. Las ventanas dahan, 
Tras edificios viejos a lo lejos, 

Entre la hierba el gris reldmpago del rio, 
Todo era gris y estaha fatigado, 

Igual que el iris de una perla enferrna, 

Eran senores viejos, viejas daims, 

En Jos sombreros plumas polvorientas, 

Un svsiirro de voces alia par los nncones, 
Junto a mesas con udipanes amarillos, 
Retratos de familta y teteras vacias* 

La sombra qua caia 
Con un olor a goto, 

Despertaba ruidos en cocinas. 

Un homhte silcncioso estaha 
Cerca de Vein 

La sowhra de su largo perfil algunas veces 

Asomarse abstraido at horde de la taza, 

Con la inistna fatiga 

Del muerto que volvrera 

Desde la tumha a una fiesta tnundana^ 

'En hs Idhios de alguno, 

Alld par los rincones 

Donde los viejos juntos susurrahan, 

Densa tal una Idgrima cayevtdo, 

Brotd de pronto una palabra: EspaHa, 
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IMPRESSION OF EXILE 

It was last spring, 

Now almost a year ago, 

In a loom of the old Templci in London, 

With ancient furniture. TTie windows looked 
Out beyond old buildings into the distance, 
Amidst the grass the grey flash of the river. 
Everything was grey and was tired, 

Just the color of a sick pearl. 

There were old gentlemen and old ladies, 

On their hats dusty feathers. 

A murmur of voices over there in the comers, 
Near tables with yellow tulips, 

parrrsiis sjsd isa pots. 

The darkness that was falling 
With an odor of cats, 

Was awakening sounds in kitchens. 

A silent man was 
Near me. I saw 

The shadow of his long profile several times 
Absentmindedly peep over the rim of his cup, 
With the weariness 
Of a dead person that comes back 
From the grave to a worldly feast. 

On the lips of someone, 

Over there in the comer 

Where the old people were whispering together, 

Compact like a falling tear, 

Suddenly there broke forth one word: Spain. 
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Un cansancia sin nomhre 
Rodaba en mi caheza. 

Encendieron las luces. Nos marchamos. 

Tras hr gas escalcras cast a oscuras. 

Me halld luego en la calle, 

Y ami hdOj al volverme, 

Vi otra vez aquel hombre silencioso, 

Que hahld indistinto algo 
Con acento extranjero, 

Un acento de nino en voz envejecida. 

Andando me seguia 

Como si fuera solo bajo un peso invisible, 
Arrastrando la losa de su timba. 

Mas luego se dehivo. 

ffEs^afta? ", dijo. **Un nomhre. 
Es^aHa ha muerto" Hahh 
Una sUbita esquina en la calleja. 
he vi horratse entre la sotnhra k4meda. 


Las nubes 
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A nameless weariness 

Was wandering about in my head. 

They lighted the lights and we left. 

After the long stairway almost in the dark, 

I found myself presently on the street, 

And, turning, at my side 
I saw once more the silent man, 

Who muttered something indistinctly 
With a strange accent, 

The accent of a child with the voice grown old. 

He was following me walking 

As if he were alone under an invisible weight, 

Dragging the slab of his tomb. 

But presently he stopped- 
“ Spain? ”, he said. ** A name. 

Spain has died.” There was 
A sudden turning in the narrow street. 

I saw him fade out in the moist darkness. 
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CEMEmERlO JEN LA CIUDAD 

Tras de la reja abieita etitre los muros, 

La tietra vegra sin drboles ni hierba, 

Con bancos de madcra donde alld a la tarde 
Se sientan sileticiosos nnos viejos* 

En torno estdn las casas, cerca hay tiendas, 

Calles poT las qtie jnegan ninos, y los trenes 
Pasan al lado de las umbas^ Es nn barrio fobre. 

Tal remiendos de las fachadas grises, 

Ciielgan en las ventanas trapos htlmedos de Ihivia, 
Borradas estdn ya las inscripciones 
De las losas con niuertos de dos sigZos, 

Sm antigos qne les olviden, niuertos 
Clandesthios. Mas cuando el sol despierta, 

Porque el sol brilht algunas diets hacia junto, 

Un lo Hondo algo dehen sentir los hitesos viejos* 

Ni nna hoja ni un pdjaro. La piedra nada mAs* La tierra. 
iEs el infierno asi? Ilay dolor sin olvido, 

Con ruido y miseria, jrio largo y sin esperanza. 

Aqui no existe el suefio silencioso 
Dc la inuerte, qiie todavia la vidn 
Se agita entre estas iumhas, cotno una prostUuta 
Prosigue su negocio bajo la noche intyiSviL 

Cuando la sombra cae desde el cielo nublado 
y el humo de las fdbricas se aquieta 
En polvo gris, vienen de la tabema voces, 

Y luego un tren que pasa 

Agita largos ecos como un hronce iracundo-^ 

No es el juicio ailTi, muertos anonitnos. 

Sosegaos, dormir; dormir si es que pod&is. 

Acaso Dios tambiin se olvida de vosotros. 

Las nubes 
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GRAVEYARD IN THE CITY 

Beyond the open grating between walls, 

Black earth without trees ox grass, 

With wooden benches, theie, where at evening 
A few old men sit silently. 

Houses are all around, shops are nearby, 

And streets in which children play^ and the trains 
Pass close by the graves. It is a poor quarter. 

Like patches on the grey fronts, 

Damp rags of rain hang at the windows. 

The inscriptions are already efFaced 
From the slabs of the dead of two centuries, 

Without friends who may forget them, the secret 
Dead. But when the sun awakes, 

Because the sun shines a few days in June, 

The ancient bones should feel something down in the depths. 

Neither a leaf nor a bird. Stone, only stone, and earth. 

Is hell like this? Here is grief without oblivion, 

With noise and misery, prolonged cold and no hope. 

Here is no silent sleep 
Of death, for life sdll 

Hovers between these graves, as a prostitute 
Plies her trade imder the motionless night. 

When darkness falls from the clouded heavens 
And the smoke of the factories dies down 
In grey dust, voices come from the tavern, 

And presently a train that passes 
Awakens long echoes like an angry bell. 

It is not the judgment, you nameless dead, 

Calm yourselves, sleep; if you are able to sleep. 

Perhaps God is forgetting you too. 



Adanuet O^ltola^uirre 

i f i 

M anuel ALTOLAGUIHRE was bom m Malaga in 1904. He 
was educated by the Jesuits. With Emilio PradoSi he started the 
printing house and literary magazine Litoral They were their 
own printers. Later he went to Madrid, Paris and London, taking his 
press widi him and always working as a printer. In London he pub- 
lished a few ntunbers of 1616, a literary magazine. Before the Spanish 
Civil War he had a printing house in Madrid. He married Concha 
Mendez, a poet who has been associated with him in his work. They 
have had thdr own printing house in Cuba, but have now joined the 
group of Spanish poets in Mexico. 

Angel Valhuena Prat writes of Manuel Altolaguirre: " In die year 
19Z7 appeared Ejetnplo, a book which is full of disquieting longings 
for transcendence, even in the forms nearest to the earlier imagery and 
verse . . . Thus a poetry * of within * is reached even when his most 
personal emotions are invested, inevitably, with metaphors in the style 
of the zuneteenth century.'* 


Books of poetry published: Las islas invitadas y oiros poenias, Malaga, 
1926; Ejentflo, Malaga, 1927; Escarmiento; Vida podtica; Lo invisible, 
Madrid, 1930; L 7 n dia; Amor, Paris, 1931; Soledades juntas, Madrid, 
1931; Las isIas invitadas y otras poemas (new enlarged edition), Mexico, 
1944. 
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Arrastrando pot la arena^ 
cohHO cola de mi luto, 
a mi somhra prisioneTa, 
iriste y solitario voy 
y vengo por las riberas, 
recordando y olvidando 
las causas de mi tristeza. 

iha Ciudad que mas queria 
la he perdido en una guerral 

Ya no verd nunca mas 
las tones de sn tglcsia, 
ni los caminos sin sombra 
de sws rios y veracUs. 

fLa Ciudad que niAs queria 
la he perdido en una guerral 


Las islas invitadas 
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Along the sand of the beachi 
as if it were train of my mourning, 
dragging my prisoner shadow, 

I walk alone and sorrowing 
on the seashore back and forth, 
remembering and forgetting 
the causes of my affliction. 

The city I loved the most 
I am bereft of by warl 

Now I shall never see more 
the two towers of its church, 
nor enjoy my sunny rambles 
along its rivers and footpaths. 

The city I loved the most 
I am bereft of by war! 
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Mi soledad Uevo dentro, 
tone de degas ventanas. 

Cuando mis brazos extiendo, 
dhro sus puertas de entrada 
y doy camino alfombrado 
al que quiera visitarla* 

Pintd el recuerdo los cuadros 
que decoran sus estandas, 

AlU mis pasadas dichas 
con mi pena de hoy contrastan, 
/Qjj^ pmios los dixs asfdhawosl 
fiQuUn el cuerpo? cQui6ri el alma? 
bluestra sepatad<5n tiltiina, 
iqn6 m^icrte fud tan aniargal 
Ahora dentro de ml Uevo 
mi alia soledad delgada. 


Ejemplo 
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Within me 1 hear my solitude, 
a tower of blinded windows. 

And when 1 stretch out xny arms, 

I open its doors of entrance 
and show a carpeted way 
to him who may care to visit it. 
Memory painted the pictures 
that deck the walls of its chambers. 
There are contrasted my joys 
past, and my pain of today. 

How close we two were together! 
Which was body and which soul? 
When came the day of our parting, 
what a bitter death it was! 

And now I cany within me 
my tall and slender solitude. 




380 CONTBMPORAUY SPANISH POETRY 


Ms soledad llevo dentrOf 
iOTte de degas ventanas. 

Cuando mis brazos extiendo, 
abro sus puertas de enirada 
y doy camino alfombrado 
al que quiera visitarla. 

Pintd el recuerdo los cttadros 
que decoran sits estandas. 

AlH mis pasadas dichas 
con mi pena de hoy covtrastan^ 
iQtid juntos los dos estdbamosl 
^iQnidn el cucrpo? ffQnidn el alma? 
Nwsira separaddn iiUma, 
iqttd mucrte fnd tan amargal 
Ahora dentro de mi llevo 
mi alia soledad delgada. 


Ejemplo 


MANUEL ALTOLAGUIRRE 


381, 


Within me I bear my solitude, 
a tower of blinded windows. 

And when I stretch out my arms, 

I open its doors of entrance 
and show a carpeted way 
to him who may care to visit it. 
Memory painted the pictures 
that deck the walls of its chambers. 
There are contrasted my joys 
past, and my pain of today. 

How close we two were together! 
Which was body and which soul? 
When came the day of our parting, 
what a bitter death it was! 

And now I carry within me 
my tall and slender solitude. 



380 CONTEMl^OllAHY SPANISH POETRY 


Mi soledad llcvo dentro, 
torre de degas ventanas* 

Cmndo mis hrazos extiendo, 
ahro sus puertas de entrada 
y doy ccmino alfomhrado 
al que quiera visitarla« 

Pintd el recuerdo los cuadros 
qua decoran sus estandas, 

AlU mis pasadas dichas 
con mi pena de hoy contrastan, 
iQui juntos tos ths estdbamosl 
^'Qiddn el citerpo? (fQnidti el alma? 
Nuestra separacidn tihima, 

[qu6 77iuerte jud tan amargaf 
Ahora dentro de mi llevo 
mi alia soledad delgada. 


Ejempto 


MANUEL ALTOLAGUIRRE 


381, 


Within me I bear my solitude, 
a tower of blinded windows. 

And when I stretch out my arms, 

I open its doors of entrance 
and show a carpeted way 
to him who may care to visit it. 
Memory painted the pictures 
that deck the walls of its chambers. 
There are contrasted my joys 
past, and my pain of today. 

How close we two were together! 
Which was body and which soul? 
When came the day of our parting, 
what a bitter death it was! 

And now I carry within me 
my taU and slender solitude. 




CONTJiMPOUAUY Si^ANISH VOUTnY 
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Era mi dolor mn alto, 
qne la fuerta de la casa 
de donde salt llorando 
me llegaha a la cintura. 

jQue ^eqtienos resultaban 
los homhres que than conniigol 
Creel coma um alta llama 
de tela blanca y cabellos. 

Si derribaran ttti f rente 
los toros bravos sahlrian, 

Into en deso)dert, dewentes, 
contra los cnerfos Jmmflnos. 

Era ml dolor tan alto, 
que niiraba al otro mundo 
par encima del ocaso. 

Soledades juntas 
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ijo high reached my sorrow, 
the door of the dwelling 
from whence I went weeping 
came but to my girdle. 

How small seemed the people, 
those that walked with mel 
I grew like tall flame 
of hair and white cloth. 

If they struck my brow 
terce bxills would go forth, 
mad, mourning in confusion, 
against human bodies. 

So high reached my sorrow, 
that gazing I saw 
tlie other world glowing 
above the sunset. 


CONTI^MPOIUUY SPANISH POETRY 


iQue golpc aquel dc alduha, 
sohre el chtifio frw de la nochel 
Se deu'lavarott las cstrellas frdgiles, 

Todos lo$ prisioneros percibhnos 
el dcscoserse de la cerradura. 
f>Por quidn? ffAddnde? 

El sol su pdgina plisada 
entrd por la rendija ohltcuamente, 
iluminando el polvo, 

Descorrid su cortina el elegido, 
y penetro en los dtnbitos sonoros 
del Tri(^ng^^lo y la espuma* 

'Nos dejd la bnrbuja de su ausencia 
y la conversacidn de elogtos» 

Soledades juntas 


PRADEHA 

El pecho de mi cahallo 
ancho se agranda viniendo 
solo y desnudoj trotando. 

En yerba y cristal mi cuerpo 
tendido estd dihujado. 

Un silencio transparente 
cubre con su Inz el llano* 
Con larga cola ondulada 
la grupa de mi cahallo 
se aleja sola y desnuduj 
tedonda nuhe, trotando* 


Soledades juntas 
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What a blow that of the knocker^ 
on the cold ebony of the nightl 
It wrenched out the fragile stars, 
and all we prisoners perceived 
the ripping open of the locks. 

By whom? And whither? The sun, 

its page crinkled, entered through the crevice 

obliquely, illuminating the dust. 

The chosen one drew back his curtain, 
and penetrated into the resounding regions 
of the Triangle and the sea foam. 

He has left us the bubble of his absence 
and the conversation of his eulogies. 


THE MEADOW 

The breast of my stalwart horse 
grows broader as he alone 
and bare-backed comes trotting towards me. 
On grass and crystal my body 
stretched out at full length is outlined. 

A silence deep and transparent 
covers the plain with its light. 

With his long and rippling tail 
the rump of my goodly horse 
receding, alone and bare-backed, 
a rounded cloud departs trotting. 


CONTKMPOUAHY SPANISH POETRY 


golj^e arpuH de nlihiha, 
sohre el dbano frio tie la itochel 
Se desclavaroii las csirellas frdgiles* 

Todos los frisioneros percihimos 
el descoserse dc h cerradtifa* 
tfPor qniin? ^Addnde? 

El sol su fdgina plisada 
entro par la rendija oblicuamente, 
iluminando el polvo, 

Descorrid su cortina el elegido, 
y penetro en los dmhitos sonoras 
del Tridngulo y la espuma, 

No5 dejd la burbuja de su ausencia 
y la conversacidn de sus c2ogios« 

Sioledadas juntas 


PRADERA 

El pecho de wt caballo 
ancho se agranda viniendo 
solo y desnudoj irotando. 

En yerba y cristal mi cuerpo 
tendido estd dibujado, 

Un silencio transparente 
cubre con su Inz el llano. 
Con latga cola ondulada 
la grttpa de mi caballo 
se aleja sola y desnuda^ 
redonda nuba, irotando^ 


Soledades juntas 
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What a blow that of the knocker, 
on die cold ebony of the night! 

It wrenched out the fragile stars, 
and all we prisoners perceived 
the ripping open of the locks. 

By whom? And whither? The sun, 

its page crinkled, entered through the oevioe 

obliquely, illuminating the dust. 

The chosen one drew back his curtain, 
and penetrated into the resounding regions 
of the Triangle and the sea foam. 

He has left us the bubble of his absence 
and the conversation of his eulogies. 


THE MEADOW 

The breast of my stalwart horse 

grows broader as he alone 

and bare-backed comes trotting towards me. 

On grass and crystal my body 

stretched out at full length is oudined. 

A silence deep and transparent 
covers the plain with its light. 

With his long and rippling tail 
the rump of my goodly horse 
receding, alone and bare-backed, 
a rounded cloud departs trotting. 



386 C30NTEMP0l\AUY SPANISH POETUY 


Aguas sin sztertCf solteras 
despreciadas de hs trigos, 
canosas ya por la esfntvia 
de las riheras del rio, 

^qud infancia de mihe airosa 
recorddis? Haheis perdido 
la ninez en cielos altos 
y ahora anddis largo camino 
hacia la mar que es la gloria 
del agtia, sii paraiso. 
iQu6 vejez la del torrcntel 
/Qud angustioso torhellinol 
No caltt/dis la scd de nadie, 
ni scrcis para Narciso 
espejos, Vdis a la muerte, 
aguas finales del rto. 


Soledades juntas 
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Waters ill-fated, sad spinsters, 
scorned, rejected by the wheatfields, 
already hoary with foam 
along the banks of the river, 
what sweet infancy of airy 
cloud do you remember? Lost 
in high heaven is your childhood 
and now you go the long way 
towards ocean that is the glory 
and the paradise of water. 

What old age that of the torrent! 
What vortex of anguished whirlpooll 
You will quench the thirst of no one, 
nor be for Narcissus mirror, 
for you go now to your death, 
final waters of the river. 



388 CONTOMPOHARY SPANISn PORTllY 


PLAYA 

Las barcas de do$ en dos, 
cotno sandalias del viettto 
puestas a secar al soh 

Yoy mi somhra, Angido recto. 

Yo y mi somhra, libra abierto, 

Sobre la arena tendido 
como despojo del mar 
se encuentra mi niito dortnido, 

Yo y mi somhra, dogido recto. 

Yo y mi somhra, Ubro abierto. 

Y mds alld, pescadoras 
Hrando dc las maromas 
amarillas y salobres. 

Yo y mi sambra, dngulo recto. 

Yo y tni somhra, Ubro ahierto. 

Soledades juntas 
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ON THE BEACH 

Little ships two abreast, 
like sandals of the wind 
set to dry in the sun. 

I and my shadow, right angle, 
I and my shadow, open hook. 

Stretched out upon the sand 
like flotsam of the sea, 
a little boy lies sleeping. 

1 ani my s\iaiaw, an^e. 
1 and my shadow, open hook. 

Fishermen, farther off, 
drawing in theit long lines 
briny with salt and yellow, 

I and my shadow, right angle. 
1 and my shadow, open book. 



390 


CONTKMPOtlAUY SPANISH POETUY 


Sentidos ignorados del Universo: 
lhd6nde. llevdis las semaciones 
que adquiris de la nada? 
ffEn que viscera yo, Dios mio, estoy? 
^La tierra tin corazdn? 

£sta enirana secreta en donde estamos 

hajo los aires miisculos: 

dqud opcio tiene? 

ha luna, el sol, los astros, 

los pulmoncs oscuros de la noche: 

^bajo qiU piel, qud tacto viven? 

^Es tu cuerpo, Dios vtio, el Universo? 

^Estds en lo crcado 

coma cl alma en la came 

o tienes h arboleda de tu suefw 

albototada, fttera de tu frente, 

en la Nada inpnita, 

ignal que yo en tu mundo? 


Soledadfs juntas 
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Hidden senses of the Universe, 
where do you carry the perceptions 
that you derive from nothingness? 

In what viscera, my God, am I? 

Is the earth a heart? 

These inmost secret entrails where we are 
under the muscles of the air, 
what is their function? 

The moon, the sun, the stars, 

the mysterious lungs of the night, 

under what skin, what touch do diey live? 

Is the Universe, my God, thy body? 

Art Thou in the created 
as soul in the flesh, 

or hast Thou the dishevelled grove of Thy dream 
outside of Thy forehead, 
in the infinite Nothingness, 
even as I in Thy world? 


a)iSTi:i\iP<.mAUY si’anisu pohtuy 


Quxe\o stf&ir a la playa 
hlanca, dotuh el olcajc 
venle de %\n xuar ignoTado 
salpica el vianto de Dios; 
a ese paisaje infmito, 
altisimo, ilntninado. 

No estanne hajo este techo 
angustioso de la vida^ 
de la vniarte^ del cansancio, 
pot no iwofir hi naccr 
a las fwmasas ulegres, 

Qtilero uacer de esta inadre 
qua cs la ilcrra, el ninndo alto 
donde los iniwrtos nacierou. 


Sohdades 
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I would go to the white beach^ 
where the green waves rolling in 
from a mighty unknown sea 
sprinkle the mantle of God; 
to that measureless prospect 
illvmned with light 
I would not remain beneath 
this sorrowful roof of life, 
of death, fatigue and all weariness, 
not to die, nor to be bom 
to the promises of joy. 

I would be born of this mother 
that is the land, the high world 
where those who have died were bom. 


394 


coNTHMVdUAiiY si»ANisix i>or;niY 


iCdmo se me vscaya el suelol 
iCdmo me rozan hs homhros 
los hoTizontcs cn fugal 
fCdmo TMC dcspehia el dclo 
en esta carrcra local 
I Ay, que con mi pecho empujo 
y hundo en barrancos los vientosi 
Las paredes derrthadas, 
grietas en el finnamento, 
roto el mundo, desclavado, 
yo, sohre escombros, corriendo, 

Abierta contra la negra 
phya de sn bianco fitego 
h piicrta final del mundo, 
dintcles de htz dcsiertos, 
se of race an areas tendidos, 
voTtG y meta dc ims swefios* 

Soledades junUn 


Desenvainard ini alma 
como una espada de fuego. 
Mi mano sola con alia, 
Itiminosa, ardienie, dura, 
exptilsard de su reino 
al qtie se sienta desnudo* 
Hay que no sentir la forma, 
ni los roces, ni los frios, 
ni las caricias, ni el fuego. 
Las flares nunca pecaron, 
Entre ellas mi mano almada 
dard suluz o la muerte. 


Soledades juntas 
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How the ground escapes me! 

I feel grazing my shoulders 
the horizon in flight 
On this wild career, how 
heaven ruffles my hair! 

Ah, with my breast I push 
into deep clefts the winds! 
Walls overthrown, cracks in 
the firmament, the world 
shattered and wrenched apart, 
I racing over ruins. 

Open against the black 
seacoast of its white fire, 
the last door of the world, 
lonely lintels of light, 
offers itself in arches 
spreading out towards the pole, 
end and aim of my dreams. 


I shall unsheathe my soul 
like to a sword of fire. 

My arm alone with it, 
shining, eager and strong, 
shall drive forth from its kingdom 
those ashamed of their nakedness. 
The form must not he felt, 
the friction, nor the cold, 
the fire, nor the caresses. 

Flowers ne’er yielded to sin. 

Midst them my soulful hand 
will shed its light or death. 
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Era ducFio de si, dncno de nada, 

Como no era de Dios ni de los homhres, 
nunca jinctc {nc de la bhncHra, 
ni nadador, ni dgtiila, 

S t tieira esteril nunca los frondosos 
vcrdores consintid de tina alegr'taj 
ni los negtos phivtajes angustiosos* 

Era duetto de si, duetto de nada, 

Soledades juntas 


Ojos de puente los intos 
par domle y»/7.tt3fw hs nf:*ua5 
que van a dur al olvido, 

Sohre mi f rente de acero 
miramlo par las haranthts, 
caminan ntis pensamientos. 

Mi mtea negra c$ el mar 
donde se pierden los ties, 
y mis suenos son las nuhes 
por y para las que vivo, 

Ojos de puente los mtos 
por donde pasan las aguas 
que van a dor al olvido. 


Soledades juntas 
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He was master of self, master of nothing. 
As he was not of God, neither of men, 
he was not ever a rider of whiteness, 
nor an eagle, nor swimmer. 

His unfruitful land never permitted 
the luxuriant foliage of happiness, 
nor the dark plumage of anguish. 

He was master of self, master of nothing. 


Arches of a bridge my eyes, 
through them are passing the waters 
that axe Sowing to oblivion. 

Over my forehead of steel 

and peeping out through the railings 

are moving along my thoughts. 

My sable nape is the sea 
where all the rivers are lost, 
and these my dreams are the clouds 
by which and for which I live. 

Arches of a bridge my eyes, 
through them are passing the waters 
that are flowing to oblivion. 


39^ coN*rKMi>c)iiAu\ si’ANisa x>oivruY 


Mi cuer'i^o hoy vit} piirece 
tm n^cucrdo de viL 
No es vii mamoria 
la quo vive cn ini frente 
sino mi cuerpo entero 
el que estd aninconado 
en ella, entre las nubes, 
esperando la innerte del olvido. 
Yo ya soy mas que yo. 

Forme mi ambiente, 
me envohn con mi alma, 
abandonc la vida de los hombres, 
Quiero olvidar mi cticrpo, 
dorniirlo en mt qttisiera. 

Sus szt^ehos exteriores 
innmlaiun mi espiritu* 
Pohlaciones cxtranas, 
dipses nuevos, 
elementos distintos, 

1c roilean* 

Voy dictando palabras 

al que yo \ui en el mundo, 

al que cree contenertne 

debajo de sus ojos, 

al que estoy dominando, 

ensombreciendo, 

al que escribe esta historia. 


Soledades juntas 
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My body seems to me to-^y 
but a remembrance of myself. 

It is not my memory 
that lives in my forehead 
but it is my whole body 
tucked away in that comer, 
among the clouds, awaiting 
the death of forgetfulness. 

I am become more than myself. 

1 fashioned my ambient air, 

I swathed myself in my soul, 

I forsook the life of men. 

I wish to forget my body* 
to lull it to rest within me. 

Its external dreams 
will overflow my spirit. 

Peoples of strange places, 
new gods 

and different elements 
surround it. 

I am dictating words 

to him who I was in the world, 

to him who believes he holds me 

under his very eyes, 

to him whom I am dominating, 

and overshadowing, 

to him who is writing this history. 
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OnmT.MPOUAUY SPAiNflSU 


H{ iiemyo e$ %m\i Uanura 
y vii memoria %m cahallo. 
Jifiele suyo, yo voy 
a oscuras ^or ese campo 
sin detenerme en rectierdos 
fugaces como reldtupagos. 

Mi caniinar por el tie}npo 
tan sdlo tiene tin descanso 
en el am de tit mwrtc 
—isla de Into y de Ilflwio— . 
Plaza de marntolesi frios 
y Inna yerta. Me paw 
dcteniendo tni ntemorin 
dcshocada con espanto. 

Junto al cipres de tu sueHo 
para verte descabalgp. 

No son recuerdoSj qua es vtda 
y vetdadero el didlogo 
qua contigo tango, madre, 
cuando aqni nos encontratnos 
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Time is a flat even plain ' 
and my memory a steed* 

On its back, blindly I ride 
over that field without pausing 
on recollections that are 
fleeting as flashes of lightning. 

And my progression through time 
has only one point of rest, 
that is the year of your death 
—island of mourning and weeping—* 
It is a square of cold marbles 
and motionless moon. I halt 
reining my memory in, 
tunning away in sheer terror. 

Near the cypress of your sleep 
I dismount that 1 may see you. 

Tis not remembrance, but life 
and real is the conversation 
that I hold with you, when here 
we meet each odier, my mother* 


